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St.  Cuthbert's  Tower. 

CHAPTEK  XI. 

MRS.  BRANDER  MAKES  A  RESOLUTION. 

Not  for  some  minutes  after  the  little  carriage 
containing  the  Eeverend  Meredith  Brander  and 
his  wife  had  driven  on  did  either  of  the  young 
people  they  had  left  break  silence.  Olivia 
watched  the  disappearing  vehicle  with  much  in- 
terest, and  Vernon  Brander,  though  with  less 
openness,  watched  Olivia. 

At  last  she  turned  sharply,  and  met  his  eyes 
fixed  upon  her  with  a  half-fierce,  haK-moumful 
intentness,  which  struck  her  with  painful  surprise. 
He  at  once  turned  away  his  head,  and  asked, 
abruptly — 

"  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  them  ?  Mind, 
it  is  of  no  use  for  you  to  say  you  haven't  had 
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time  to  judge,  or  anj^thing  of  that  sort,  for  I  have 
already  caught  the  reflection  of  very  decided 
opinion  in  your  face.*' 

"  I  don't  deny  that  I  have  formed  decided 
ojDinions,  though  I  don't  pledge  myself  they  are 
correct." 

"Well?" 

"  I  think  I  shall  like  your  brother,  but  I  know 
I  shan't  like  his  wife." 

"  Very  straightforwardly  put.  An  instinct 
merely,  or  something  more  ?  " 

"  Something  more,  I  think.  You  know  I 
have  seen  their  portraits ;  well,  I  have  thought 
about  them  a  great  deal,  and  now  I  have  com- 
pared my  impressions  of  the  photographs  with 
my  impressions  of  the  originals,  and  the  result  is 
a  decided  opinion." 

"  You  know  I  told  you  that  you  would  like 
my  brother — that  all  ladies  do,"  said  Vernon, 
with  a  perceptible  shade  of  jealousy. 

"  Well,  you  are  right ;  I  admit  it.  He  seems 
the  incarnation  of  good  humour — to  shed  a  sort 
of  sunshine  of  cheeriness  around  him." 
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"  Yes,  yes,  he  does,"  admitted  Vernon,  rather 
bitterly,  Olivia  thought. 

She  continued :  "  It  was  plain  that,  for  some 
reason  or  other,  neither  he  nor  Mrs.  Brander  was 
glad  to  see  me.  It  almost  seemed  as  if  they  took 
an  instinctive  dislike  to  me.  But  even  that  coukl 
not  sour  your  brother ;  it  scarcely  made  him  less 
genial.  On  the  other  hand,  it  made  all  the 
difference  in  the  world  to  Mrs.  Brander's  manner. 
She  looked  at  me  just  as  if  I  were  an  enemy, 
who  had  done  her,  or  was  going  to  do  her,  some 
severe  injuiy." 

Glancing  at  her  companion,  Olivia  saw  that 
something  she  had  said  affected  him  very  strongly. 
She  was  silent  therefore,  afraid  that  she  had 
already  said  too  much. 

"  It  may  be,"  said  Mr.  Brander,  after  a  pause, 
''  that  she  feels  a  kind  of  most  innocent  jealousy 
of  you.  She  has,  all  through  her  married  life,  been 
used  to  look  upon  me  as  one  of  those  unattached 
tame  cats  who  are  only  too  glad  to  catch  mice 
for  any  responsible  matron  who  is  kind  to  them. 
My  sister-in-law  annexed  me  in  that  capacity 
62 
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long  ago  ;  sends  me  to  market,  sets  me  to  mind 
the  children,  to  nail  up  the  fallen  picture,  or  even 
to  lecture  the  gardener.  I  don't  suppose  she  has 
seen  me  speak  to  another  lady — a  young  lady — 
for  ten  years." 

**I  should  have  thought,  by  her  look,  she 
would  be  equal  to  lecturing  the  gardener  her- 
self," said  Olivia,  drily. 

Mr.  Brander  laughed.  "  Well,  she  is  not 
quite  resourceless  when  it  comes  to  an  affair  of 
the  tongue,"  he  admitted.  "  But  you  must  not 
think  she  is  a  shrew,  for  all  that.  Then,  she 
has  been  our  beauty  too,  and  has  been  used 
to    set   the    fashions    for    the    ladies.      While 


now " 


He  stopped  and  smiled  as  he  looked  at  the 
blooming,  prettily  dressed  girl  beside  him. 

Olivia,  however,  found  this  no  smiling  matter, 
but  replied,  with  deep  scorn — 

"  Surely,  Mrs.  Brander  can't  be  so  small- 
minded  as  that.  I  can  assure  her  I  have  no  wish 
to  entrench  upon  her  privileges ;  and,  with  only 
eighteen   pounds   a   year   for   dress  and  pocket 
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money,  I  am  not  likely  to  set  fashions  that  there 
will  be  a  rush  to  follow." 

"  You  might  set  a  fashion  in  faces,"  sug- 
gested he. 

"  Oh,"  said  she,  laughing,  ''  if  Mrs.  Brander 
envies  me  the  admiration  of  Mr.  Frederick 
Williams — or,  indeed,  of  any  of  the  jeu/iesse  doree 
of  this  neighbourhood — I  can  assure  her  that  she 
will  only  have  to  wait  a  very  little  while  before 
my  unqualified  disdain  will  bring  them  all  again 
to  her  matronly  feet." 

"  Myself  among  the  number." 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Brander,  I  didn't  count  you." 

*'  But  in  mercy  you  must.  I  am  rather  grey 
behind  the  ears,  and  rather  lean  about  the  jaws  ; 
but  let  me  still  think  myself  as  eligible  a  bachelor 
as  the  place  boasts." 

He  spoke  playfully,  but  something,  either  in 
his  tone  or  in  the  knowledge  she  had  of  his  life, 
touched  her,  and  made  her  voice  very  kind,  as 
she  answered — 

"  I  did  not  mean  that  I  thought  you  too 
old.       I     meant    that    I    could    not    think    of 
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classing  you  with  a  creature  like  Frederick 
Williams." 

"  He  would  take  tliat  as  a  compliment.*' 

*'  I  don't  think  he  would  if  he  saw  me  look 
at  him  and  then  at  you  while  I  said  so.'* 

Mr.  Brander  pulled  up  his  clerical  collar,  and 
affected  to  give  his  hat  a  jaunty  cock. 

"  It's  a  long  time  since  I've  been  '  buttered 
up/  and  it's  so  nice,"  said  he. 

"  Why,  you  have  a  great  following  among 
the  ladies  of  the  village." 

"  I  am  afraid  I  look  upon  them — though 
without  so  much  reason — much  as  you  do  upon 
their  counterparts  of  the  opposite  sex." 

''  And  Mrs.  Brander,  doesn't  she,  in  return 
for  your  services  at  marketing  and  nailing  pic- 
tures, '  butter  you  up,'  too  ?  " 

The  gaiety,  which  had  sat  so  pleasantly  on 
the  usually  grave  man,  suddenly  evaporated. 
He  answered  very  quietly : 

"  She  calls  me  a  good  fellow,  and — yes,  I 
think  she  means  it." 

They  had  slackened  their  steps  a  little  as  they 
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drew  near  the  bottom  of  the  hill  where  The 
Chequers  hid  the  entrance  to  Rishton  Hall  Farm. 
They  had  stopped  altogether  at  the  bottom  to 
exchange  these  last  few  sentences  before  saying 
farewell.  As  his  last  words  were  succeeded  by 
a  moment's  pause,  Mr.  Brander  glanced  up  the 
hill  he  had  to  climb  to  the  Vicarage,  and  became 
aware  of  his  brother's  portly  figure  descending 
the  slope  with  measured  steps  toward  them.  His 
cheeks  grew  pale  ;  the  last  gleam  of  vivacity  died 
out  of  his  face. 

The  change  caused  Olivia  to  look  in 
the  same  direction,  and  to  note  that  there 
was  something  judicial  in  the  handsome  vicar's 
gait  —  something  mildly  apprehensive  in  the 
expression  of  his  face.  She  felt  an  impulse  of 
indignation  against  both  husband  and  wife  for 
their  inexplicable  rigorous  attitude  towards 
Vernon  Brander  and  herself.  At  sight  of  his 
brother,  Vernon,  who  seemed  at  once  to  grow 
cold  and  formal,  raised  his  hat,  and  would  have 
left  her  with  a  few  words  of  fcircwell.  But  she 
held  out  her  hand,  and,  as   he  took   it   with   a 
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flushing    face,   she   retained   his    with   a   warm 
grasp,  while  she  said — 

"  I  am  going  to  get  papa  to  waylay  you,  Mr. 
Brander,  as  you  come  back  from  the  Vicarage. 
You  have  never  been  inside  the  house  since  the 
day  you  played  fairy  godmother  to  me  and 
poor  Lucy.  I  want  you  to  see  the  old  house 
now  we  have  made  it  again  a  home." 

"  I  shall  be  delighted.  Miss  Denison,"  faltered 
poor  Vernon,  with  one  ear  for  her  kindly  words 
and  the  other  for  his  brother's  deliberately  ap- 
proaching footsteps.  "  You  are  very  kind  to  me," 
he  added,  in  a  hasty  undertone.  Then,  in  his  usual 
voice,  ''Good-night,"  said  he,  as  she  released  his 
hand,  and,  with  a  bow  to  the  vicar,  turned  to 
the  farmyard  gate. 

With  a  few  steps  on  either  side — dignified  in 
the  one,  hurried  and  nervous  in  the  other — the 
brothers  met.  The  elder  passed  his  arm  afiec- 
tionately  within  that  of  the  younger,  and  turned 
to  walk  up  the  hill  with  him. 

*'  Evelyn  began  to  be  afraid  you  had  for- 
gotten us  and  our  dinner  in  pleasanter  society 
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than  ours,"  said  Meredith,  in  his  genial 
voice. 

If  Yemon,  as  his  nervous  manner  suggested, 
was  afraid  of  his  brother,  the  fault  lay  in  his 
own  conscience,  and  not  in  any  coldness  or 
harshness  on  the  part  of  the  Yicar  of  Eishton. 

"  No,"  said  Yemon,  hastily ;  "  I  had  not 
forgotten.  Of  course  not.  Miss  Denison  was 
annoyed  by  a  rough  as  she  was  crossing  the 
fields  ;  I  came  up  just  in  time — by  the  merest 
accident — and  I  could  do  no  less  than  see  her 
home." 

"  Of  course  not.  Not  a  very  great  penance 
either.  What  an  extremely  pleasant-looking 
girl !  '• 

It  was  characteristic  of  the  vicar's  warm, 
expansive  nature  that  he  found  enjoyment  in 
all  goodly  things  ;  and  he  never  attempted  to 
hide  the  pleasure  the  sight  of  a  beautiful  woman 
gave  him,  although,  as  in  the  present  instance, 
he  remembered  his  cloth  in  the  expression 
of  it. 

"  She    is    very    handsome,"     said    Yemon, 
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whose  candour  went  a  step  farther  than  his 
brother's. 

"  And  amiable  ?  " 

"  By  that  one  means  sympathetic  to  oneself, 
I  suppose.  Yes,  I  find  her  amiable,"  said  the 
younger  man,  with  a  sort  of  dogged  defiance  in 
his  tone. 

"  Then  you  are  pretty  intimate  already  ?  " 

The  vicar  spoke  without  the  lea^t  harshness, 
but  the  answer  came  in  an  almost  sullen  tone, 
as  if  Vernon's  own  conscience  were  reproaching 
him. 

"  Not  very.  This  is  the  fourth  time  I  have 
met  her." 

"  But,  dear  me,  with  these  sweet-faced  girls, 
one  gets  over  the  ground  so  fast !  "  suggested 
the  elder  more  genially  than  ever. 

"  That  depends.  There's  not  much  about 
me  to  fascinate  a  beautiful  woman." 

"  Oh,  I  didn't  mean  that :  I  certainly  did  not 
mean  that.  But  we  had  looked  upon  you — you 
had  taught  us  to  look  upon  you — as  a  confirmed 
bachelor  ;  almost  a  misogynist." 
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"  No,  not  that,"  interrupted  the  younger, 
abiniptly.  *'  I  have  always  admired  women,  in 
my  way,  at  least  as  much  as  you  have  in  yours 
— unluckily  for  me,"  he  added  in  a  bitter, 
mocking  tone. 

"  And  now  your  admiration  is  to  take  shape 
in  a  definite  preference  for  one  ?  "  said  the  vicar, 
rather  diffidently. 

Vernon  was  restless  and  uneasy ;  he  snapped 
twigs  off  the  hedge  as  he  walked  along,  and 
seemed  unable  to  look  his  brother  in  the  face. 

"  What  does  my  preference  matter  ? "  he 
asked,  at  last,  almost  fiercely.  "  What  did  it 
matter  before,  except  to  bring  upon  me  the  shame 
and  shadow  of  my  whole  life  ?  " 

His  brother  looked  shocked  and  alanned  at 
this  outburst.  He  put  his  arm,  which  Vernon 
had  thrown  off,  again  most  persuasively  through 
that  of  the  younger  man. 

"  Come,  come,"  he  said,  very  earnestl}^  and 
very  affectionately ;  "  you  must  not  talk  like 
that.  You  lead  a  life — voluntarily,  mind,  else 
there  would  be  no  grandeur,   no  dignity  in  it 
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— so  full  of  austerity  and  self-sacrifice  that  you 
are  winning  yourself  almost  the  reputation  of  a 
saint.  You  have  shown  an  example  of  courage 
and  endurance  such  as  few  men  would  have  the 
steadfastness  to  follow — not  I,  for  one,  I  admit. 
You  are  loved  by  your  parishioners.  And  it  is 
scarcely  too  much  to  say  that  by  your  own 
family — Evelyn,  myself,  and  the  little  ones — 
you  are  adored." 

The  Yicar  of  Eishton  watched  his  brother's 
face  closely  as  he  pronounced  these  words  in  full 
tones  of  deep  feeling.  They  took  effect  at  once. 
The  thin,  sensitive  face  relaxed,  and  a  faint  smile 
hovered  on  Vernon's  lips  as  he  answered — 

"  You  are  all  very  good  to  me,  and  I  love 
you  for  it ;  but  you  don't  need  to  be  told  that 
now.  As  for  all  that  about  my  being  a  saint 
and  a  martyr,  it  is  nonsense,  and  only  a  kind 
way  of  putting  the  fact  that  ten  years  ago " 

"  Now  why  trouble  yourself  about  what 
happened  ten  years  ago  ?  "  interrupted  the 
vicar  in  grave  but  most  gentle  tones.  "The 
evil   wrought   then  has  been  bitterly   repented 
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and  atoned  for  in  a  manner  so  noble  that  I  can 
scarcely  speak  of  it  without  tears." 

'*  Noble  ?  Nonsense  !  There  was  nothing 
in  what  I  have  done  but  the  outcome  of  a  most 
commonplace  human  feeling.  I  don't  wish  to 
deceive  you  about  that,  or  get  more  credit  than 
is  due  to  me/* 

"  Well,  I  will  say  no  more  on  the  point.  It 
is  not  for  me  to  contradict  you.  For,  whatever 
may  have  been  our  relative  positions  ten  years 
ago,  your  life  since  then  has  made  you  a  better 
man  than  I,  and  I  bow  to  you  as  to  my 
superior." 

It  was  very  gracefully  said,  with  a  warmth 
and  sincerity  of  tone  which  made  it  no  empty 
compliment  from  the  handsome,  much-revered 
vicar  to  the  hermit-parson  of  ruinous  St.  Cuth- 
bert's.  The  latter  received  it  with  a  restive, 
deprecatory,  impatient  wave  of  the  hand ;  but 
yet  a  keen  observer,  who  had  looked  from  the 
one  face  to  the  other  at  that  moment,  would 
almost  have  been  inclined  to  say  that  the  elder, 
whether  or  not  he  quite  meant  what  he  said. 
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bad  spoken  tlie  truth,  and  that  the  worn  features 
and  keen  grey  eyes  of  the  yonnger  man  revealed 
higher  capacities  for  good  than  the  bland,  bene- 
volent, and  good-humoured  countenance  of  his 
brother.  Ten  years  ago,  before  the  tragic  event 
which  had  been  the  turning  point  of  Vernon's 
life,  the  reverse  of  this  would  have  been  true. 
Passionate,  reckless,  and  hot  tempered,  he  would 
have  looked,  beside  his  open-faced  brother,  like 
the  evil  angel  beside  the  good.  But  a  decade 
of  unruffled  prosperity  on  the  one  hand,  and 
the  same  period  of  austere  self-sacrifice  on  the 
other,  had  told  their  tale ;  and  the  man  over 
whom  there  hung  the  shadow  of  a  fearful  crime 
now  threatened,  by  long  humility  and  devotion, 
to  oust  from  the  first  place  in  the  esteem  of  the 
rough  mining  population  the  irreproachable  and 
kindly  Yicar  of  Rishton  himself. 

Meredith  had  spoken  the  last  words  in  a 
decisive  tone,  as  if  he  considered  the  discussion 
at  an  end.  But  from  the  expression  of  his 
brother's  face,  it  was  clear  that  he  had  yet 
somethiug   to    say — something  of  more  import 
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than  anything  that  had  yet  passed  between 
them. 

"  You  have  tried  me  long  enough  to  trust 
my  discretion  a  little,  Meredith ;  but  I  don't 
know  how  you  will  take  w^iat  I  am  going  to 
tell  yoa."  He  hurried  on  in  an  agitated  voice, 
without  looking  his  brother  in  the  face.  "  I 
have  never  been  a  misogynist ;  perhaps  I  shall 
not  always  be  a  bachelor.  Mind,  I  only  say 
perhaps." 

There  was  a  long  pause.  They  tramped  up 
the  hill  side  by  side  without  exchanging  so 
much  as  a  look,  until  the  pretty  gables  of  the 
Vicarage  were  in  sight,  peeping  out  behind  the 
massive  evergreens  and  the  yet  bare  lilac 
branches  of  the  vicar's  garden.  Then  Meredith 
spoke,  in  the  most  subdued  and  gentlest  of 
voices — 

"  You  are  the  best,  indeed,  the  only  possible 
judge  of  your  ow^n  conduct,  Yernon  ;  but  I  fear 
that,  to  a  nature  like  yours,  the  thought  of 
having  caused  suffering  to  a  woman  you  love 
will  some  day  be  very  bitter." 
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His  voice  seemed  to  fade  away  on  tlie  last 
words,  as  it  did  at  the  pathetic  points  of  his 
sermons.  His  eloquence  again  took  effect  on 
the  sensitive  Yernon. 

"  My  wife — if  indeed  I  ever  had  a  wife — 
should  never  know  the  truth,"  said  he,  in  a  low 
and  husky  voice. 

"  Oh,  but  she  will !  "  said  Meredith,  with 
energy.  "  Do  not  deceive  yourself  on  that 
point ;  you  cannot  deceive  me.  No  one  can 
prevent  your  marrying ;  I,  for  one,  shall  never 
utter  another  word  against  such  a  step  ;  but,  if 
you  do  take  it,  your  ten  years'  silence,  as  far  as 
the  feelings  of  others  are  concerned,  will  have 
been  in  vain." 

There  was  another  pause — a  short  one  this 
time.  Then  Vernon  spoke,  in  a  harsh  and 
broken  voice — 

"  Be  satisfied.  No  woman  shall  ever  suffer 
through  me — again.  I  will  bear  it  to  the  end — 
alone." 

"  Spoken  bravely — spoken  like  yourself," 
began  the  Vicar  of  Eishton,  in  his  usual  firm 


MRS.    BRANDER   MAKES   A    RESOLUTION.  17 

and  cheerful  tones.  He  was  about  to  say  more, 
when  his  speech  was  checked  by  the  sight  of  a 
man's  face  peering  over  the  wall  of  a  small, 
neglected  garden,  which  adjoined  the  vicar's 
own  premises  on  a  lower  level  of  the  hill. 

The  face  was  that  of  a  stranger,  but  of  a 
stranger  who  apparently  took  a  deep  interest  in 
his  surroundings.  Meredith  Brander  examined 
his  features  with  frank  and  rather  puzzled 
interest,  while  Vernon  scanned  the  face  with  an 
intentness  which  almost  savoured  of  dread.  The 
stranger,  on  his  side,  gave  them  a  nod  of  free- 
and-easy  greeting,  which  they  returned  by  a 
more  conventional  salute,  as  they  proceeded  up 
the  hiU. 

"  Who  is  that  man  ?  "  asked  Meredith,  as  if 
trying  to  recall  some  memory  connected  with  the 
features  he  had  just  seen. 

"  I  don't  know,"  answered  the  brother,  in  a 
troubled  voice.     His  brother  looked  inquiringly. 

"  Have  you  seen  him  before  ?  I  can't  quite 
make  up  my  mind  whether  he  is  a  stranger  to 
me  or  not." 
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"  He  is  a  stranger,"  said  Yernon  ;  *'  probably 
the  man  who  has  taken  the  cottage.  I  heard 
this  moroing  that  it  was  let  at  last." 

"  You  don't  know  his  name,  then  ?  " 

"  Mat  Oldshaw,  who  told  me,  did  not  men- 
tion his  name." 

No  more  was  said  on  the  subject  of  the 
stranger  by  either  of  the  brothers,  both  of  whom 
remained  apparently  in  deep  thought  for  the  few 
remaining  steps  of  their  walk. 

The  gravity  of  both  faces  lightened  when,  on 
reaching  the  Vicarage,  the  sounds  of  childish 
voices  broke  upon  their  ears.  Mrs.  Meredith 
Brand er  prided  herself  on  nothing  so  much  as 
on  being  a  "  sensible  woman ;  "  and,  as  there  is 
no  sign  of  want  of  sense  in  a  woman  so  marked 
as  the  spoiling  of  children,  she  even  went  a  little 
way  in  the  opposite  direction,  and  kept  her 
young  daughter  of  ten  and  her  small  son  of 
six  in  somewhat  rigorous  subjection.  Not  only 
did  she  honour  the  old-fashioned  saying  that 
''  children  should  be  seen  and  not  heard,"  but 
she  went  so  far  as  to  think  that  the  less  seen  of 
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them  tlie  better.  Her  husband,  who  was  an 
affectionate  and  even  demonstrative  father,  would 
have  had  them  much  more  about  the  house,  but 
he  yielded  in  all  domestic  matters  implicitly  to 
his  wife's  ruling,  and,  as  she  had  decreed  that 
the  proper  place  for  children  was  the  nursery,  in 
the  nursery  they  for  the  most  part  remained. 
Therefore,  the  children  had  come  back  in  a  cab 
with  the  luggage,  instead  of  with  papa  and 
mamma  in  the  pony  carriage,  and  they  were  on 
their  way  upstairs  towards  their  own  domain 
when  their  father  and  uncle  came  in  and  caught 
them. 

Vernon  Brander's  haggard  face  lighted  up 
with  an  expression  of  deep  tenderness  as  the 
little  girl  turned  on  hearing  the  gentleman's 
footsteps,  and,  with  a  shrill  cry  of  childish 
delight,  ran  down  a  few  steps,  and  flung  her 
little  arms  tempestuously  round  his  neck. 

"  Uncle  Yernie  !  Uncle  Yernie  1  "  she  cooed 

breathlessly  into  his  ear.     "  Oh,  I  have  such  a 

lot  to  tell  you,  and  I've  such  a  heap  of  shells 

for  you,  and  some  seaweed  for  you  to  dry ;  and 

c  2 
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oh  !  I  have  so  wanted  to  see  you,  and  have  you 
with  us  there  by  the  sea.  It  would  have  been 
lovely  if  only  you'd  been  there  !  " 

**  Come,  come,  you  earn  eying,  blarneying 
little  sixpenn'orth  of  halfpence,"  said  Uncle 
Yernon,  seating  himself  on  the  stairs  and 
putting  his  arm  affectionately  round  her  little 
w^aist,  "  don't  pretend  it  wasn't  lovely  without 
me,  or  that  you're  glad  the  holiday's  over  so  that 
you  can  see  your  old  uncle  again." 

"  But  I  am,  though,  whether  you  believe  it 
or  not,"  said  the  child,  gravely,  looking  into  the 
wrinkles  of  the  clergyman's  face  with  affec- 
tionate solicitude.  "  The  sea  was  beautiful, 
and  it  was  nice  to  have  no  lessons,  and  to  see 
the  pretty  people,  and  to  have  new  walks,  in- 
stead of  the  old  ones  we're  so  tired  of.  But 
there  was  no  one  to  tell  what  one  thought,  no 
one  to  look  at  me  like  you  look.  Uncle  Vernie — 
no  one  to  hug  like  this." 

And,  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  she 
crushed  up  his  head  and  face  in  a  stifling 
embrace. 
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At  that  moment  tke  drawing-room  door 
opened,  and  Mrs.  Brander,  handsome,  erect,  and 
neat  as  a  statue,  came  upon  the  scene. 

"  Kate,  you  are  forgetting  yourself,  my 
dear,"  she  said  in  a  tone  of  gentle  but  decided 
reproof.  "Your  uncle  does  not  mind  a  kiss, 
but  a  bear's  hug  is  neither  lady-like  nor  wel- 
come." 

The  child  withdrew  her  arms  at  once,  and 
relapsed  into  the  unnatural  demeanour  of  a  sen- 
sitive child  snubbed.  Vernon  grew  red,  and 
passed  his  hand  over  the  little  girl's  fair  head 
with  more  than  paternal  tenderness. 

"  Don't  be  hard  upon  the  child,  Evelyn,"  he 
said,  in  a  low  voice.  "  You  who  have  children 
of  your  own  don't  know  what  pleasure  that 
'bear's  hug'  can  give  to  a  childless  man." 

Meredith  Brander,  who  had  been  playing 
with  his  little  boy,  looked  uneasily  towards  his 
brother  at  this  speech. 

"  What  a  fuss  you  make  about  that  child  !  " 
said  Mrs.  Brander,  lightly,  as  if  anxious  to  turn 
the  conversation.! 
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And,  coming  to  the  staircase,  she  picked  tip 
the  little  girl's  hat,  which  had  fallen  off  in  the 
course  of  her  excited  greetings,  and,  telling  her 
to  run  upstairs  and  get  her  face  washed,  Mrs. 
Brander  invited  her  brother-in-law,  with  a 
welcoming  gesture,  to  come  with  her  into  the 
drawing-room. 

Vernon  followed  with  scarcely-disguised 
reluctance,  which  the  lady  did  not  fail  to  per- 
ceive. 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  you,  Vernon  ?  *' 
she  asked,  as  she  seated  herself  by  an  open 
work-basket,  and  immediately  began  operations 
upon  an  embroidered  pinafore.  "  There  is  a 
change  in  you  since  we  went  away ;  you  have 
either  grown  less  sociable,  or  else  you  have 
found  some  society  more  congenial  than  ours. 
Sit  down ;  that  pacing  to  and  fro  fidgets  me." 

Vernon  stopped  in  front  of  her,  but  did  not 
seat  himself. 

"  Do  you  know,"  he  began,  abruptly,  "  that  I 
have  just  gone  through  a  lengthy  catechism  of 
this  sort  at  the  hands  of  your  husband  ?     I  have 
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given  the  fullest  answers  to  all  his  questions, 
and  he  can  pass  on  to  you  any  information  you 
may  require.'' 

In  spite  of  the  peremptoriness  of  his  words, 
his  tone  was  almost  pleading ;  and  in  his  face, 
as  he  looked  down  upon  her,  there  was  an 
expression  of  chivalrous  kindliness  which  took 
all  harshness  out  of  his  speech. 

Mrs.  Brander,  glancing  up  at  him,  drew  a 
breath  of  relief. 

"  I  was  almost  beginning  to  fear,  Vernon, 
that  you  had  formed,  or  were  on  the  point 
of  forming,  new  ties  which  would  make  you 
forget  the  old  ones." 

Mrs.  Brander's  voice  was  not  capable  of 
expressing  much  deep  emotion  ;  but  she  lowered 
it,  as  she  said  these  words,  to  the  softest  pitch  it 
could  reach. 

"  Forget !  "  he  echoed.  "  That  is  a  process 
my  mind  is  incapable  of.  I  think  you  know 
that,  Evelyn." 

She  gave  him  a  straightforwardly  affec- 
tionate look  out  of  her  handsome  eyes. 
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''  Perhaps  I  do,  Yernon,"  she  said  gently. 
"  Perhaps  I  think  your  mind  incapable  of  any 
process  by  which  you  could  bring  suffering  upon 
another  person." 

Vernon  looked  down  into  her  beautiful  face 
critically.  There  was  genuine  anxiety  in  her 
expression,  but  it  did  not  touch  him  as  much  as 
a  similar  expression  on  those  comely  features 
had  been  wont  to  do.  For  the  last  few  weeks 
he  had  been  haunted  by  another  woman's  face, 
one  which  betrayed  most  ingenuously  every 
thought  of  the  owner's  mind,  every  impulse  of  a 
warm  young  heart.  Mrs.  Brander  was  intel- 
ligent enough  to  have  an  idea  of  the  truth ;  and 
when  she  saw  that  her  soft  speech  left  him 
comparatively  cold,  she  did  not  waste  another  on 
him,  but  rose'  from  her  seat  with  a  sigh,  and 
bent  over  her  table  in  such  a  way  that  he  could 
not  see  her  face.  The  sensitive  Yernon 
instantly  began  to  imagine  tears  in  her  eyes, 
drawn  forth  by  his  own  hardness.  He  was 
seeking  words  to  comfort  her  when  the  door 
opened,    and    Meredith    came    in.     His    genial 


MRS.    BRANDER    MAKES  A   RESOLUTION.  ZO 

presence  seemed  on  the  instant  to  relieve  the 
embarrassment  of  the  other  two.  . 

"  It  seems  to  me,  my  dear,"  he  began  to  his 
wife,  "  that  Kitty  is  not  looking  any  the  better 
for  her  stay  at  Bournemouth.  I  went  upstairs 
with  the  children  just  now,  and  I  was  quite 
struck  with  the  paleness  of  the  child's 
cheeks." 

As  the  vicar  uttered  these  words,  a  change 
came  rapidly  over  his  brother's  face.  He 
glanced  from  father  to  mother  with  an  expres- 
sion of  the  deepest  anxiety,  which  Mrs.  Brander, 
while  answering  her  husband  in  calm  and 
measured  tones,  did  not  fail  to  note. 

"  I  think  you  worry  yourself  unnecessarily 
about  the  child.  She's  tired  now  after  her 
journey  ;  she  will  probably  look  all  right  again 
to-morrow." 

The  vicar  allowed  himself  to  be  pacified  by 
his  wife's  assurances,  and,  leading  his  brother 
away  to  the  fireplace,  they  occupied  themselves, 
until  the  announcement  of  dinner,  in  discussing 
the  trifling  events  which  had  happened  in  the 
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parish  during  the  vicar's  absence.  Mrs.  Brander 
listened  with  an  especially  attentive  ear  while 
her  brother-in-law  gave  a  somewhat  detailed 
account  of  the  arrival  of  the  new  occupants  of 
Bishton  Hall  Farm,  including,  as  it  necessarily 
did,  the  story  of  his  own  assistance  at  their 
installation. 

Mrs.  Brander  did  not  attempt  to  deceive 
herself  as  to  the  strong  measure  of  interest 
which  the  beautiful  young  farmer's  daughter 
had  excited  in  Yernon.  Neither  did  she 
disguise  from  herself  the  anxiety  and  annoyance 
which  this  discovery  caused  her.  Instead,  how- 
ever, of  indulging  in  any  feelings  of  feminine 
jealousy,  she  set  herself  to  try  to  devise  a  way 
of  ousting  this  rival.  A  ray  of  light  broke 
suddenly  over  her  handsome  face. 

"  When  I  spoke  of  my  own  suffering,  he  was 
certainly  not  so  much  touched  as  he  used  to  be," 
she  reflected.  '*  On  the  other  hand,  anything 
connected  with  Kitty  seems  to  move  him  more 
than  ever.  I  must  play  Kitty  against  this  Miss 
Denison.'* 
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And,  without  any  of  the  pangs  of  a  jealous 
woman,  Mrs.  Brander,  with  a  glance  at  her 
innocent  brother-in-law,  made  a  calm  resolution 
as  to  the  part  she  should  play  in  what  she 
perceived  to  be  an  incipient  love  affair. 


CHAPTEE  XII. 

A    STRANGER    IN    RISHTON. 

Vernon  Brander  left  his  brother's  house  that 
evening  in  a  frenzy  of  doubt  and  uncertainty, 
such  as  his  passionate,  self-torturing  nature  was 
liable  to.  He  had  so  long  been  bound  in  a 
dutiful  and  chivalrous  vassalage  to  his  sister-in- 
law,  seeing  her  faults  without  being  repelled  by 
them,  and  in  all  things  doing  her  reverent  hom- 
age as  to  his  early  ideal,  that  it  came  upon  him 
with  a  shock  to  discover  suddenly,  as  he  had 
done  this  evening,  that  she  had  fallen  from  that 
high  place  in  his  imagination.  He  tried  in  vain 
to  hide  from  himself  the  fact  that  this  change  in 
his  feelings  was  due  to  the  appearance  on  the 
scene  of  a  rival  who  was  carrying  away  all  before 
her.  Mrs.  Brander  had,  on  previous  occasions, 
scoffed  at  his  adoration  of  children ;  she  had  often 
shown  clearly  how  little  she  cared  for  his  feel- 
ings ;  but  never  before  to-night  had  she  seemed 
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to  him  cold,  and  hard,  and  selfish ;  never  before 
had  it  occurred  to  him  to  think  how  lacking  she 
was  in  feminine  softness  and  charm. 

Following  on  this  discovery  came  the  inevit- 
able consciousness  who  it  was  that  had  brought 
about  this  knowledge.  K  he  had  not  looked 
lately  into  a  softer  pair  of  eyes,  if  he  had  not 
felt  the  touch  of  a  warmer  hand,  if,  in  short,  he 
had  never  met  Olivia  Denison,  he  would  have 
gone  on  comfortably  in  his  platonic  worship  of 
the  only  woman  of  his  acquaintance  who  had 
any  of  those  elements  of  beauty  and  grace  which 
were  necessary  to  his  somewhat  fastidious  stan- 
dard. But  the  advent  of  the  beautiful,  warm- 
hearted, impulsive  young  girl  had  changed  all 
that ;  and  Yernon,  as  he  remembered  the  pro- 
mises he  had  made  to  his  brother  and  his 
brother's  wife,  and  recognised  clearly  enough 
that  by  the  circumstances  of  his  life  he  was 
bound  to  remain  in  bachelor  loneliness,  felt  that 
the  burden  of  a  bygone  sin  was  heavier  upon 
him  than  he  could  bear. 

He  was  going  gloomily  down  the  hill,  and 
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had  nearly  reached  the  foot  of  it,  when  a  rather 
rough  voice,  with  an  inflection  which  was  nn- 
English  and  strange,  addressed  him  quite  close 
to  his  ear. 

"  Could  you  oblige  me  with  a  light  ?  " 
Yernon,  who  had  his  pipe  between  his  lips, 
stopped,  and  offered  the  stranger  his  matchbox. 
The  night  was  dark,  but  he  was  able  to  recog- 
nise in  this  abrupt-mannered  person  the  man  he 
and  Meredith  had  seen  that  evening  leaning  on 
the  garden  wall  of  the  cottage  adjoining  the 
Vicarage.  There  had  been  something  suspicious 
about  the  stranger's  manner  then;  there  was 
something  more  now.  He  took  the  proffered 
matchbox,  struck  a  light,  and,  instead  of  apply- 
ing it  to  a  cigar  he  had  ready  in  his  mouth,  held 
it  close  enough  to  Vernon's  face  to  get  a  good 
view  of  every  feature. 

The  clergyman,  returning  his  gaze,  grew 
deadly  pale.  He  did  not  flinch,  however,  but 
settling  his  face  with  the  hard  determination  of 
a  man  accustomed  to  bear  pain,  submitted  to  the 
scrutiny  in  dogged  silence. 
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"  Thank  you,"  said  the  stranger  slowly,  as 
he  threw  away  the  match,  which  had  burnt 
down,  and  struck  another,  with  which  he  pro- 
ceeded to  light  his  cigar.  "You  are  the  first 
person  about  here  who  has  shown  what  in  other 
parts  we  should  call  common  civility.  A  rough 
lot,  these  Yorkshiremen  !  " 

"And  they  don't  always  improve  much  in 
manners  by  going  abroad,"  said  Yernon,  quietly. 

The  other  remained  silent  for  a  moment, 
peering  at  him  in  the  darkness.  Then  he  spoke 
again,  more  courteously  than  before. 

"  You  take  me  for  a  Yorkshireman,  then  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  I  can  hear  the  Yorkshire  burr 
through  some  accent  you  have  picked  up  since." 

"  Well,  you're  a  smart  chap  for  a  parson," 
said  the  other,  approvingly.  "  You'll  excuse 
my  frankness ;  but  I'm  a  plain  man,  and  I 
dare  say  my  manners  are  none  the  more  polished 
for  fifteen  years  spent  among  cattle- drovers. 
They're  not  the  sort  of  company  to  make  one  fit 
for  Buckingham  Palace." 

"  I  suppose  not,"  said  Yernon.     "  And  you 
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have  said  good-bye  to  them,  and  come  back  to 
settle  down  in  your  native  county  ?  " 

"  For  a  little  while — a  year,  or  maybe  two/* 
answered  the  stranger  with  great  deliberateness. 
"  I  haven't  come  over  here  to  sit  still  and 
twiddle  my  thumbs  for  the  rest  of  my  life." 

"  Why,  there's  plenty  of  work  to  be  done 
here  in  the  old  country." 

"  Yes,  it's  work  brings  me  over  here,  and 
hard  work,  too,  by  what  I  hear,"  said  the  other, 
looking  penetratingly  at  the  clergyman  through 
shrewd,  half-shut  eyes. 

He  gave  the  impression  of  being  able  to  see 
in  the  dark  as  well  as  any  owl,  and  Vernon  felt 
that  he  himself  was  still  being  subjected  to  the 
same  keen  inspection  which  had  been  begun  by 
the  light  of  the  match.  He,  on  his  side,  could 
see  enough  of  the  stranger's  appearance  to  feel 
curiously  interested  in  him.  This  abrupt  and 
somewhat  uncouth  person  was  a  man  whose  age 
was  difficult  to  guess.  That  he  was  still  in  the 
vigour  and  prime  of  life  was  evident,  but  it  was 
not  so  certain  whether  the  rugged  furrows  in  his 
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face,  and  a  certain  deliberateness  of  speech  and 
action,  were  signs  of  approaching  middle  age,  or 
the  result  of  heavy  responsibilities  and  hard 
work  begun  early  in  life.  The  lower  part  of  his 
face  was  covered  and  much  concealed  by  a  short 
beard  of  a  fashion  long  grown  obsolete  in 
England  ;  he  was  dressed  with  that  sort  of  solid 
respectability  which  disregards  expense  and  also 
the  fashion  of  the  moment,  while  a  huge  gold 
watch-chain,  to  which  was  attached  a  bunch  of 
heavy  and  handsome  seals,  gave  the  final  touch 
to  a  get-up  which  was  nothing  if  not  confidence- 
inspiring.  The  man  looked  both  shrewd  and 
honest,  particularly  the  former :  Vernon  felt 
every  moment  more  and  more  eagerly  interested 
as  to  the  reason  of  his  presence  in  the  village. 

"  You  know  that  we  parsons  are  pri\dleged 
impertinents  ? ''  began  Vernon,  after  a  short 
pause. 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  stranger,  promptly. 

"Perhaps   you  know  too   that   I  have  been 
until  to-day  'deputy  shepherd'    here  at   Eish- 
ton?" 
d 
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''  I  know  that,  too,"  admitted  the  other. 

"  Then  perhaps  you  will  let  me  ask  if  you 
are  the  new  tenant  of  Church  Cottage  ?  " 

"  Well,  there's  nothing  gained  or  lost  by 
admitting  that  I  am ;  and  further,  I  don't  mind 
telling  you  that  I'd  as  soon  the  cottage  were  a 
little  farther  off  the  church.  One  can't  expect 
to  live  in  the  odour  of  sanctity  for  nothing,  and 
with  a  parson  living  next  door,  and  religious 
consolation  therefore  always  turned  on,  I  shall 
feel,  so  to  speak,  always  under  the  tap." 

"  You  needn't  be  afraid  of  that  with  my 
brother,"  said  Yernon,  smiling.  "I  suppose 
there  never  was  a  man  with  less  professional 
cant  about  him.  He'll  talk  to  a  neighbour 
about  his  fruit  trees,  his  pigs,  his  poultry,  and 
everything  that  is  his,  but  never  a  word  of  re- 
ligion, unless  the  subject  is  introduced  by  some- 
body else." 

*'  I  see ;  won't  give  professional  advice  for 
nothing  ?  Well,  I  respect  him  for  it ;  there's  no 
good  in  making  your  wares  too  cheap.  Guess 
your  brother  and  me  '11  get  along." 


A    STRANGER    IN    RISHTON.  35 

What  could  the  work  be  which  brought  this 
keen-eyed,  prosperous-looking  colonist — for  a 
colonist  it  was  not  difficult  to  guess  that  he 
must  be — to  a  sleepy  little  hole  like  Eishton, 
where  commerce  was  restricted  to  the  weekly 
buying  and  selling  in  Matherham  market,  and 
to  the  still  humbler  traffic  in  the  small  wares  of 
haK-a-dozen  puny  \dllage  shops  ?  Vernon  was 
shy  of  asking  him  point-blank  the  nature  of  his 
work ;  indeed,  something  in  the  stranger's 
manner  intimated  pretty  plainly  that  he  would 
not  have  given  the  required  information.  And 
no  hints  sufficed  to  draw  him  out.  The  Yicar 
of  St.  Cuthbert's  made  one  such  attempt,  which 
failed  most  signally. 

"You  will  find  also,"  said  he,  *'that  my 
brother  is  a  practical  man,  and  any  help  that  he 
can  give  you  in  the  work  you  speak  of  he  will 
offer  most  willingly,  I  know." 

But  to  this  speech  the  first  reply  of  the 
colonist  was  a  sardonic  laugh. 

"  I  daresay  he  will,"  said  he,  drily,  when  his 
hard  merriment  had  suddenly  ceased.  "  For  the 
d  2 
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matter  of  that,  a  man  with  a  serious  object 
before  him,  who  has  his  head  screwed  on  the 
right  way,  can  get  help  of  some  sort  from  every- 
body he  comes  nigh  to.  And  so,  Mr.  Brander, 
I  make  no  doubt  I  shall  get  assistance  in  my 
work,  not  only  from  your  brother,  but  from 
yourself." 

And  with  these  words,  uttered  in  a  tone  of 
some  significance,  he  turned  on  his  heel  with  an 
abrupt  nod,  and  made  his  way  with  character- 
istically heavy  and  deliberate  steps  towards  the 
gate  of  the  cottage. 

Yernon  Brander  watched  the  solidly-built 
figure  disappearing  in  the  dusk,  and  then  pro- 
ceeded on  his  way  down  the  hill  in  some 
agitation  of  spirit.  The  shadow  of  the  old 
crime  was  creeping  up  again ;  the  tragedy 
which  ten  years  had  not  lived  down  was  re- 
appearing with  a  new  and  ghastly  vividness 
in  the  presence  of  that  matter-of-fact  stranger. 
Who  he  might  be  Vernon  could  scarcely  guess  ; 
what  the  nature  of  his  work  was  in  a  quiet 
village    flashed    upon   him   with    an    intuition 
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wliicli  left  no  room  for  doubt.  The  feelings 
produced  by  this  thought  were  not  all  gloomy ; 
a  certain  hungry  look,  which  betokened  perhaps 
that  even  open  shame  would  be  welcome  after 
ten  years  of  silent  ignominy,  burned  in  the 
clergyman's  dark  eyes  as  he  lifted  his  head  and 
gazed  into  the  blue-black  night  sky  above  him 
with  a  piercing  intentness  which  seemed  to  be 
trying  to  fathom  the  mysteries  of  the  future. 

On  reaching  the  bottom  of  the  hill,  he  was 
startled  out  of  his  reverie  by  a  bright  girl's 
voice  and  a  gentle  touch  on  his  arm.  He 
stopped  short  and  lowered  his  head  dreamily, 
almost  inclined  to  think,  in  the  high  state  of 
excitement  to  which  he  had  been  worked,  that 
the  sweet  voice,  the  kindly  touch,  were  a 
prophecy  of  happiness  rather  than  the  common- 
place incident  of  an  every-day  greeting.  The 
next  moment,  however,  he  came  fully  to 
himseK,  and  found  that  he  was  in  the  presence, 
not  only  of  Olivia  Denison,  but  of  her 
father. 

"  Mr.  Brander,  come  down  from  the  clouds, 


38  ST.  cuthbert's  tower. 

if  you  please,  and  leave  yonr  next  Sunday's 
sermon  to  take  care  of  itself  for  a  little  while. 
I  want  to  introduce  you  to  my  father." 

Mr.  Denison,  a  tall,  strikingly  handsome 
man  of  about  fifty  years  of  age,  with  a  gentle, 
kindly  face  entirely  destitute  of  any  trace  of 
his  daughter's  energy  and  impulsive  frankness, 
held  out  his  hand  with  a  very  willing  smile. 

"I  am  very  happy  to  make  your  acquaint- 
ance, Mr.  Brander,  and  to  be  able  to  thank 
you  for  your  great  kindness  to  my  little 
daughter  here." 

He  patted  Olivia's  shoulder  affectionately, 
but  it  seemed  to  the  clergyman,  as  he  looked 
from  the  one  face  to  the  other,  that  the  action 
was  scarcely  typical  of  the  mutual  relations 
between  gentle,  vacillating  father  and  quick- 
witted, active  daughter. 

"  Miss  Denison  is  so  much  more  valiant 
and  self-helpful  than  most  young  ladies  that  she 
spurs  one  up  to  do  more  for  her  than  one 
would  for  others,"  said  Yernon. 

''  Yet  this   afternoon  you  would  not  allow 
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that  I  could  help  papa,"  put  in  Olivia,  reproach- 
fully. 

"  Didn't  I  rather  suggest  that  the  help  you 
really  gave  was  of  a  different  kind  from  what 
you  imagined  ?  " 

"  She  gives  me  help  of  all  kinds,"  said  her 
father,  affectionately.  "  She's  my  clerk  and  my 
comforter ;  and  I  think,  if  the  farm-hands  struck 
work,  she'd  take  to  the  plough  as  naturally  as 
she's  taken  to  the  poultry." 

"Well,  I'd  certainly  try  my  hand  at  it," 
said  the  girl,  laughing.  "  I  suppose  the  chief 
qualifications  are  a  steady  hand  and  a  correct 
eye,  and  both  these  I've  acquired  at  billiards." 

"  My  dear  Olivia,  you  mustn't  own  to  playing 
billiards  before  a  clergyman  !  " 

"  And  why  not,  Mr.  Denison  ? "  asked 
Vernon.  "  I  love  a  good  game  of  billiards 
myself;  and  the  strongest  reasons  that  keep 
me  out  of  old  Williams's  billiard-room  up  at 
the  Manor  Hall  are  old  Williams's  inability  to 
play  a  decent  game,  and  his  son's  inability  to 
make  a  decent  remark." 
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Olivia  gave  an  exclamation  of  disgust  at  this 
passing  allusion  to  her  importunate  admirer  : 
Mr.  Denison  seemed  relieved  by  the  clergyman's 
admission. 

"  I've  not  come  much  in  contact  with 
gentlemen  of  your  calling,"  said  he ;  "  and  I 
have  rather  a  feeling  that  I  must  be  on  my 
best  behaviour  before  them." 

"  A  very  proper  feeling,  and  one  that  I  wish 
you  could  communicate  to  some  of  the  gentle- 
men engaged  in  mining  occupations  among  my 
parishioners.  It's  a  much  healthier  symptom 
than  throwing  bricks." 

'' Did  they  throw  bricks  at  you?"  asked 
Olivia,  indignantly. 

''  Not  so  many  as  they  used  to  do,"  said 
Vernon,  with  a  twinkle  in  his  eye,  which  was, 
however,  not  discernible  in  the  increasing 
darkness.  "  I  found  a  way  to  cure  them  of 
that." 

'' What  was  that  ?  " 

"  I  threw  them  back." 

Mr.  Denison  did  not  attempt  to  disguise  the 
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fact  that  his  respect  for  and  appreciation  of 
the  Church  was  rising  rapidly.  It  was  with 
a  cordiality  very  different  from  the  formal 
gratitude  he  had  shown  at  the  outset  that  he 
presently  begged  the  clergyman  to  do  himself 
and  his  wife  the  pleasure  of  lunching  with  them 
on  the  following  or  an  early  day. 

"  I  am  very  anxious  to  introduce  you  to  my 
wife,"  said  he.  "  She  used  to  try  hard  to  get 
me  to  receive  what  I  irreverently  called  her 
'  pet  parsons ; '  but  I  had  heard  them  preach, 
and  that  was  enough  for  me.  Now,  you  see,  I 
can  bring  forward  a  candidate  of  my  own." 

"  That's  unfortunate,  because  I  can't  come 
to-morrow ;  and  the  next  day  is  Sunday.  And 
perhaps,  if  you  hear  me  preach,  you  may  want 
to  retract  your  invitation." 

"  Well,  we  must  chance  that,"  said  Mr. 
Denison,  smiling.  "  But  I  can  trust  a  par — no, 
I  mean  a  clergyman,  who  knows  something 
about  the  tables  of  slate  as  well  as  the  tables  of 
stone.  Remember,  we  are  only  poor  farmer 
folk  now ;  the  glory  of  Streatham  has  departed. 
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But  we  shall  make  you  heartily  welcome  ;  and 
you  must  forgive  the  absence  of  champagne. 
Now,  what  day  will  you  come  ?  " 

"  May  I  say  this  day  week  ?  "  said  Yernon, 
after  considering  a  moment.  "  For  the  next  few 
days  I  have  work  to  do  a  long  way  off,  which 
will  make  any  sort  of  meal  an  impossibility.  I 
shall  live  upon  bread  and  coal-dust ;  and  you 
must  not  be  surprised  if  I  turn  up  with  the 
complexion  of  Othello,  and  with  a  little  of  his 
savagery,  after  a  week's  intercourse  with  the 
blackest  and  roughest  race  in  Yorkshire." 

The  following  Friday  was,  therefore,  fixed 
upon  as  the  day  on  which  the  Eev.  Yernon 
Brander  was  to  make  formal  acquaintance  with 
Eishton  Hall  Farm  and  its  new  masters.  And, 
with  a  mutual  liking  which  opened  a  pleasant 
prospect  of  future  acquaintance,  the  two 
gentlemen  bade  each  other  good- night,  and 
separated. 

But,  if  they  had  only  known  it,  there  was  a 
strong  woman's  will  working  against  any  such 
happy  consummation.     Mrs.  Meredith  Brander, 
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for  reasons  of  her  own,  had  conceived  the  inten- 
tion of  doing  what  she  could  to  form  an  impass- 
able bridge  between  her  brother-in-law  and  the 
household  at  Eishton  Hall  Farm.  She  shrewdly 
guessed  that  her  best  chance  lay  through  the 
step-mother;  but  for  a  day  or  two  she  took  no 
active  steps,  contenting  herself  with  gleaning 
all  the  information  she  could  concerning  the 
character  and  habits  of  each  member  of  the 
Denison  family.  Mr.  Denison,  she  decided,  was 
not  of  much  account ;  Mrs.  Denison,  a  vain,  half- 
educated  woman,  exalted  above  her  natural 
station,  ought,  with  judicious  treatment,  to  be 
easy  to  deal  with.  It  was  with  the  handsome, 
high-spirited  Olivia  herself  that  the  difficulty  lay, 
and  Mrs.  Brander  felt  that  she  must  proceed 
with  caution. 

In  the  meantime,  the  new  inmate  of  the 
cottage  was  exciting  much  general  interest,  and 
some  suspicion.  He  lived  entirely  by  himself, 
but  for  such  companionship  as  was  afforded  him 
by  Mrs.  Wall,  during  the  two  or  three  hours 
a   day   when    she   jogged    slowly    through   his 
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apartments  with  a  broom  and  a  pail,  and  generally 
"  did  for ''  him.  He  drove  such  a  hard  bargain 
with  this  lady,  and  lived  so  simply,  that  the 
belief  was  soon  spread  among  the  villagers  that 
he  was  very  poor,  that  his  big  watch-chain  was 
brass,  and  that  his  solid  manner  and  imperative 
speech  were  mere  empty  "  swagger." 

The  Eeverend  Meredith  Brander  was  shrewd 
enough  to  think  differently.  There  was  a  weight 
and  solidity  about  the  speech  and  manner  of  the 
new-comer  which  it  is  not  given  to  the  mere 
waifs  and  strays  of  the  earth  to  acquire.  When 
he  passed  an  opinion,  which  was  seldom,  for  he 
was  apparently  of  reticent  disposition,  it  was 
with  the  evident  belief,  not  only  that  it  was 
worth  listening  to,  but  that  it  would'  be  listened 
to.  The  vicar  tried  hard,  in  every  decent  and 
graceful  way,  to  win  from  him  some  information 
as  to  who  he  was  and  what  he  did  there ;  but 
his  geniality  and  his  personal  charm  had  no  per- 
ceptible effect  on  the  stranger,  who  kept  even 
his  name  a  secret,  and  steadily  declined  Mr. 
Brander's    invitations    to    him   to    dine   at   the 
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Yicarage,  or  to  play  a  game  of  chess  witli  him 
in  the  evenings. 

"  I'm  sure  you  must  find  it  dull  alone  in  the 
cottage  at  night,"  the  vicar  would  say  to  him 
cheerily;  ''for  one  can  see  with  half  an  eye  that 
youVe  been  used  to  an  active  life,  with  lots  of 
movement  and  all  sorts  of  society.  Why  don't 
you  let  yourself  be  persuaded  into  sitting  by  a 
warm  hearth  instead  of  a  cold  one,  with  a  woman 
and  children  about,  too  ?  All  globe-trotters  love 
the  atmosphere  of  women  and  children." 

"I  can  bear  with  'em,  but  I'm  not  excited 
about  either  species,"  the  stranger  answered  one 
day  to  his  neighbour's  persuasions.  "  I've  had  a 
wife  and  children  myself ;  but  I'm  bound  to  say 
I  get  on  quite  as  comfortably  without  them." 

Tf  this  unorthodox  speech  was  meant  to  shock 
the  vicar,  it  failed  of  its  effect ;  for  Meredith 
Brander  had  no  puritanical  horror  of  human 
frailties  and  eccentricities,  but  a  cheery  belief 
that  they  gave  a  healthy  outlet  to  the  dangerous 
humours  of  the  world. 

He  discussed  the  new-comer  with  his  wife, 


46  ST.  cuthbert's  tower. 

who,  however,  took  scarcely  enough  interest  in 
the  subject  to  set  her  feminine  wits  to  work 
towards  solving  the  mystery  which  hung  about 
him. 

"  I  don't  know  why  you  make  so  much  fuss 
about  him,"  she  said  rather  contemptuously  one 
day,  when  her  husband  had  been  recounting  his 
fruitless  efforts  to  induce  the  stranger  to  dine 
with  them.  "  And  I  am  sure  I  am  thankful  that 
he  had  the  sense  not  to  come.  To  judge  by  his 
manners  he  has  been  a  navvy,  who  went  gold- 
digging  and  picked  up  a  nugget;  and  to  judge 
by  his  coming  here  and  the  way  he  lives,  the 
nugget  was  somebody  else's,  and  he  has  to  live 
perdu  until  the  little  affair  has  blown  over." 

The  vicar  made  no  reply  to  this ;  but  there 
was  evidently  nothing  convincing  to  him  in  his 
wife's  contempt  for  the  stranger.  When  he 
spoke  again,  it  was  upon  a  fresh  subject. 

"  Vernon's  getting  very  thick  with  the  new 
people  at  the  Hall  Farm.  I  met  him  to-day  arm 
in  arm  with  papa,  and  I  hear  that  he's  going  to 
dine  with  them  next  Friday.     Now,  papa  is  a 
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very  amiable  man,  though  lie  may  not  be  over- 
endowed  with  brains ;  but  I  suppose  it  is  not 
far-fetched  to  imagine  that  there  may  be  another 
attraction." 

Mr.  Brander  spoke  in  his  usual  light  and 
genial  tones,  without  even  the  touch  of  serious- 
ness he  had  shown  when  treating  of  this  same 
subject  with  his  brother.  But  the  effect  of  his 
words  on  his  wife  was  instant  and  strong.  The 
lines  of  her  handsome  mouth  grew  straight  and 
hard,  her  low,  handsome  forehead  puckered  with 
an  anxious  frown  as  she  said  sharply — 

"  He  must  be  stopped." 

The  vicar,  raising  his  eyebrows  blandly, 
stroked  his  chin,  and  looked  out  of  the 
window. 

*'  Yes,  my  dear,  I  admit  that  it  would  be  very 
much  for  the  best  if  he  could  be  stopped ;  but 
the  question  is,  how  is  it  to  be  done?  All  we 
can  do  is  to  persuade,  exhort,  advise.  And 
haven't  we  done  it — perhaps  even  overdone  it  ? 
If  Vernon  takes  it  seriously  into  his  head  that 
he  will  marry,  why,  marry  he  will ;  and  I  don't 
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see  how  all  the  king's  horses   and  all  the  king's 
men  can  prevent  him." 

"Perhaps  not,"  said  his  wife,  icily.     *'But 
can. 

Her  month,  which  was  Mrs.  Brander's  most 
eloquent  feature,  closed  with  almost  a  snap,  and 
strongly  suggested  the  idea  that  her  interest  in 
her  brother-in-law's  matrimonial  inclinations  was 
not  purely  benevolent. 

"  Well,  my  dear,  there  is  no  denying  that  it 
would  be  for  the  best  if  you  could  prevent  this 
rather  foolish  flirtation  with  a  particularly  head- 
strong girl  from  coming  to  anything.  One  can 
scarcely  think  that  this  type  of  girl,  for  all  her 
beauty  and  the  high  spirit  I  think  we  must  allow 
her,  would  make  him  happy  as  a  wife." 

''I  hadn't  thought  of  the  matter  from  that 
point  of  view,"  said  Mrs.  Brander,  drily. 

The  vicar  glanced  rather  uneasily  at  his  wife, 
whose  habit  of  looking  at  things  from  a  purely 
matter-of-fact  and  practical  point  of  view 
sometimes  jarred  upon  his  more  easy-going 
nature. 


A    STRANGER    IN    RISHTON.  49 

He  rose  from  his  seat,  and  prepared  to  leave 
the  room. 

"  But  you  should,  my  dear;  you  should,"  he 
said,  in  a  gently  reproachful  tone,  as  he  came  to 
the  back  of  her  chair  and,  gently  stroking  her 
dark  hair  with  his  plump  white  hand,  printed  an 
affectionate  kiss  on  the  smooth  white  forehead, 
from  which  the  frown  had  scarcely  yet  departed. 

As  soon  as  her  husband  had  left  the  room, 
Mrs.  Brander  gave  herself  up  to  resolute  con- 
sideration of  a  difficult  and  delicate  plan  of 
action.  After  some  time  she  came  to  a  decision, 
and  her  face  cleared. 

'*  To-day  is  Wednesday,"  she  said  to  herself, 
glancing  at  an  almanac  on  her  writing-table. 
"  This  dinner,  or  luncheon,  or  whatever  it  is,  is 
not  till  Friday.  Then  I  have  to-morrow  to 
work  in." 

And  she  rose  with  a  sigh  of  relief,  and  went 
about  her  household  duties  with  a  lighter  heart, 
feeling  that  she  had  provided  for  the  fulfilment 
of  a  very  disagreeable  task  in  a  rather  able 
manner. 
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On  the  following  afternoon  Mrs.  Brander, 
after  a  short  drive  in  the  neighbourhood,  drove 
her  little  ponies  np  to  the  door  of  Eishton  Hall 
Farm  to  make  her  first  call  upon  Mrs.  Denison. 
The  latter  lady  had  already  expressed  some  in- 
dignation that  the  vicar's  wife  had  not  called 
upon  her  before,  and  had  even  announced  her 
intention  of  being  "  not  at  home "  to  Mrs. 
Brander,  to  show  her  sense  of  the  folly  of  such 
airs  in  a  w^oman  who  ought,  by  virtue  of  her 
husband's  office,  to  be  the  humblest  in  the 
parish.  However,  what  happened  when  the 
smart-looking  little  pony-carriage  drew  up  at 
the  door  was  this  :  the  farmer's  wife,  after  peep- 
ing through  the  dining-room  curtains,  in  a 
flutter  of  excitement,  rushed  across  the  hall  to 
the  drawing-room,  with  a  hoarse  whisper  of 
directions  to  the  approaching  housemaid,  and 
greeted  the  visitor,  on  her  entrance,  with  a 
mixture  of  dignity  and  effusiveness,  which  the 
vicar's  wife  met  with  her  usual  straightforward, 
matter-of-fact  simplicity  of  manner.  Mrs. 
Brander  had  brought  her  ten-year-old  daughter 
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with  her,  less  for  companionsliip  than  for  the 
reason,  which  she  would  at  once  frankly  have 
owned,  that  the  child's  fragile  fairness  formed 
an  admirable  complement  to  her  own  brunette 
beauty.  The  child  also  served  to  make  the 
introduction  of  the  two  ladies  less  formal,  as  her 
presence  resulted  in  Mrs.  Denison's  sending  for 
her  own  two  spoilt  children,  whom  Mrs.  Brander 
greeted  courteously,  but  without  effusiveness. 
Indeed,  she  afterwards  described  them  as  the 
two  most  intolerable  little  offences  against 
humanity  she  had  ever  met,  and  she  was  much 
too  frank  to  do  more  than  veil  this  feeling  even 
in  the  presence  of  their  mother,  whose  caresses 
of  the  little  Kate  and  compliments  on  her 
beauty  evidently  excited  in  the  more  sensible 
of  the  two  mothers  no  approval  whatever. 

The  vicar's  wife  had  something  in  her  mind 
that  she  considered  of  far  more  importance  than 
any  matter  connected  with  mere  children. 
Before  very  long  she  brought  the  conversation 
round  to  Olivia  Denison,  of  whom  she  took 
care  to  speak   with  such  exceedingly  moderate 
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approbation  as  she  thought  likely  to  suit  a  step- 
mother's taste.  Mrs.  Denison  was  delighted  to 
meet  some  one  who  did  not  go  into  the  usual 
raptures  about  the  young  girl's  beauty  and 
amiability. 

"  Olivia  is  not  a  bad  sort  of  girl,"  she  ad- 
mitted, in  a  patronising  tone.  "  But  she  has 
been  terribly  spoilt  by  her  father.  Her  temper 
is  almost  unbearable,  and  I  regret  to  say  that 
she  does  not  scruple  to  indulge  it  on  my  poor 
children." 

"  I  should  think  you  would  be  glad  to  get 
her  married  and  settled,  both  for  her  sake  and 
your  own,  then,"  said  Mrs.  Brander.  ''She 
is  a  showy  sort  of  girl,  who  ought  to  marry 
even  here." 

Mrs.  Denison  looked  for  a  moment  rather 
embarrassed. 

''Well,  certainly,"  she  admitted  grudgingly. 
"  A  gentleman  has  already  made  his  appearance 
who  seems  to  be  attracted  by  her — at  least,  so 
her  father  thinks.  I  myself  shall  not  see  him 
till  to-morrow,  when  he  comes  to  luncheon  here." 


A   STRANGER   IN    RISHTON.  53 

"  Indeed  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Brander,  raising  lier 
eyebrows  with  great  apparent  interest.  ''  I 
wonder  if  it  is  anyone  I  know  ?  "  Mrs.  Denison 
gave  a  Kttle  cough  of  uncertainty. 

"  Well/'  she  said  at  last,  with  some  hesita- 
tion, ''  I  hope  I'm  not  letting  out  a  secret,  but 
it  is  your  own  brother-in-law,  Mr.  Vernon 
Brander." 

Mrs.  Brander  almost  started  from  her  chair 
in  well  simulated  horror  and  surprise. 

"  Vernon !  "  she  exclaimed,  in  a  low  voice. 
"  Impossible  !  "     Mrs.  Denison  turned  pale. 

"Why  not?"  she  faltered.  "Surely  there 
is  nothing  against  the  vicar's  brother  ?  " 

Mrs.  Brander  hesitated,  in  much  apparent 
confusion  and  distress. 

"  I  would  not  for  the  world  have  been  the 
first  to  break  it  to  you,  and  even  now  I  scarcely 
like  to  tell  you.  In  fact,  I  will  not  unless  you 
will  promise  that  it  shall  make  no  difference  in 
your  treatment  of  the  unhappy  young  fellow," 
she  said  at  last. 

Mrs.  Denison,  shaking    with    curiosity    and 
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alarm,  gave  the  required  promise  in  an  uncon- 
vincing tone. 

"  Years  ago,"  began  the  vicar's  wife  in  a 
tone  lowered  to  escape  the  children's  ears, 
"  Vernon  unhappily  became  involved  in  an  in- 
trigue with  the  sister  of  the  man  who  occupied 
this  house,  and  at  last,  after  a  quarrel,  she 
mysteriously  disappeared,  and  has  not  since  been 
heard  of." 

"  Murdered  !  "  shrieked  Mrs.  Denison,  start- 
ling the  children,  who  all  turned  round  and 
caused  her  to  put  sudden  constraint  upon  her- 
self. 

"  Hush  !  "  said  Mrs.  Brander,  rather  alarmed 
by  the  strength  of  her  effect.  "  We  don't  like 
to  think  that ;  we  musfnt  think  that.  But 
there  is  just  enough  unpleasantness  about  the 
affair.  You  understand,"  she  murmured,  con- 
fidentially. 

"  I  should  think  so  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Denison, 
heartily.  "  I'll  take  care  that  he  shall 
never " 

The  vicar's  wife   interrupted   her,  laying   a 
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persuasive,  but  not  feeble,  band  on  tbe  arm  of 
tbe  excited  lady. 

"  You  will  take  care  never  to  hint  a  word 
of  this  to  him,  or  to  any  one,"  sbe  said,  in  a 
low,  but  exceedingly  authoritative  tone.  ''  You 
remember  your  promise.  Without  any  measure 
so  strong  as  that,  we  women  always  know  how 
to  give  an  acquaintance  who  is  in  any  way  un- 
desirable not  too  much  cold  shoulder,  but  just 
cold  shoulder  enough." 

She  rose  to  go,  feeling  that  she  had  done 
enough  to  accomplish  her  purpose. 

"  I  think  that  ought  to  do  it,"  she  said  to 
herself,  with  subdued  and  still  somewhat 
anxious  satisfaction,  as  she  whipped  up  her 
ponies,  and  drove  away  from  the  farm. 


CHAPTEE   XIII. 

THE    STRANGER    DISCLOSES    HIMSELF. 

The  second  Mrs.  Denison  was,  unfortunately  for 
lier  husband's  household,  one  of  those  ladies  who 
unite  in  themselves  most  of  woman's  typical 
frailties.  One  of  the  most  marked  of  these  was 
a  great  jealousy  of  any  member  of  her  own  sex 
who  was  younger,  better  looking,  or  in  any  way 
considered  more  generally  attractive  than  her- 
self. This  jealousy  rose  to  such  a  pitch  in  the 
case  of  her  handsome  step-daughter  that  she  was 
more  pleased  at  the  discovery  of  the  ineligibility 
of  Olivia's  new  admirer  than  disappointed  at  the 
failure  of  a  prospect  of  getting  rid  of  her. 

In  spite  of  her  promises  to  Mrs.  Brander, 
Mrs.  Denison  of  course  told  her  husband  that 
night,  with  some  triumph,  what  a  desperate 
character  he  proposed  to  introduce  into  the 
bosom  of  his  household  on  the  following  day. 
But  her  sensational  tirade  produced  little  effect. 
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Mr.  Denison  had  indeed  heard  the  old  story 
since  he  gave  the  vicar  of  Saint  Cuthbert's  his 
invitation ;  and,  to  tell  the  truth,  it  had  rather 
tended  to  increase  than  diminish  the  liking  he 
had  taken  to  the  parson.  An  injudicious  liking 
for  the  girls  was  a  humanising  foible  which  he 
could  understand  and  excuse.  As  for  the  disap- 
pearance, it  was  an  old  story,  and  might  contain 
an  old  slander.  At  any  rate,  even  a  murderer 
was  better  than  a  milksop.  So  he  made  light  of 
his  wife's  deep-voiced  harangue. 

"  Then  you  mean  to  take  no  steps,  in  the 
face  of  what  I  have  told  you,  to  prevent  your 
own  hearth  from  being  polluted  by  the  presence 
of  a  murderous  libertine  ?  "  inquired  Mrs.  Deni- 
son. 

'*  Well,  I'm  not  going,  after  inviting  a  man 
to  luncheon,  to  rush  out  and  tell  him  we  have 
heard  a  cock-and-bull  story  about  his  doings  a 
quarter  of  a  century  ago,  and  so  we  can't  let 
him  come  in." 

"  And  so  Beatrice  and  Reginald  are  to  get 
their   ideas   of  the  Church  from  this  man  ?     I 
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might  have  known  what  sort  of  a  clergyman 
you  would  pick  up,  who  would  never  receive 
Mr.  Lovekin  or  Mr.  Butterworth !  I  am  told 
this  Mr.  Vernon  Brander  doesn't  even  dress 
like  a  clergyman." 

"  He  wears  a  round  collar,"  said  Mr.  Deni- 
son ;  "  perhaps  that  will  save  the  morals  of 
Beatrice  and  Reginald.  Anyhow,  he  doesn't 
talk  up  in  his  head,  like  old  Buttermilk,  and  he 
doesn't  look  so  like  a  trussed  chicken  as  that 
lean-necked  Lovekin  used  to  do." 

"  At  least  there  was  no  scandal  about  either 
of  those  gentlemen,"  said  his  wife,  with  dignity. 
"A  girl  could  trust  herself  with  either  of 
them." 

"  She'd  have  an  odd  taste  if  she  couldn't." 

"  Perhaps  you  have  no  objection  to  this  man 
as  a  suitor  for  your  daughter  ?  " 

"  He  hasn't  proposed  yet." 

"Or  to  the  chance  of  her  being  found  dead  in 
a  mysterious  manner?  " 

"  Perhaps  he  doesn't  make  away  with  more 
than  seventy-five  per  cent,  of  the  girls  he  comes 
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across.  Olivia  might  take  her  chance,"  said  Mr. 
Denison,  who  was  getting  sleepy. 

This  flippancy  silenced  her  for  a  time ;  but 
it  had  for  its  permanent  effect  on  Mrs.  Denison 
the  strengthening  of  her  resolution  to  show  this 
black  sheep  of  the  Church  what  a  high-principled 
British  matron  thought  of  him. 

When,  next  day,  the  Reverend  Yernon 
Brander  arrived  at  the  farm  for  luncheon,  his 
evil  star  brought  him  before  Olivia  had  returned 
from  her  morning  walk.  He  was  shown  into 
the  drawing-room,  where,  by  Olivia's  orders,  in 
honour  of  his  coming,  a  fire  blazed  in  the  usually 
cheerless  grate ;  for  Mrs .  Denison,  although  an 
indolent  and  extravagant  housekeeper,  practised 
from  habit  a  dozen  uncomfortable  and  futile 
little  economies,  which  she  had  learnt  in  her 
childhood's  days  in  her  father's  small  shop.  On 
learning  the  guest's  arrival,  she  made  no  haste 
to  receive  him ;  and  Yernon  was  left  for  some 
time  to  an  uninterrupted  study  of  the  room. 

He  decided  at  once,  his  thoughts  while  in 
this  house   all  taking  the   same  direction,  that 
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Olivia  seldom  or  never  sat  in  the  room,  tliat  she 
did  not  like  it,  but  that,  nevertheless,  she  had 
had  something  to  do  with  the  arrangement  of  it, 
and  that  much  of  the  decorative  work,  both  of 
needle  and  paint  brush,  with  which  it  was 
adorned,  was  done  by  her  active  fingers.  The 
position  of  each  article  of  furniture  was  too 
coldly  correct  to  please  her,  Yernon,  used  to  the 
society  of  a  woman  of  taste,  felt  sure.  There 
was  no  pretty  disorder  of  open  book  or  music, 
untidy  workbasket,  with  its  picturesque  overflow 
of  feminine  trifles  ;  no  disarranged  cushion ;  no 
displaced  chair.  The  piano  was  shut — looked 
even  as  if  it  might  be  locked ;  the  furniture,  of 
the  pretty,  modern,  spindle-shanked,  uncomfort- 
able type,  was  evidently  scarcely  ever  used. 
Vernon  had  time  to  wander  about  at  his  leisure 
until  he  found  something  which  roused  in  him 
more  than  a  passing  interest.  This  was  a  large 
photographed  head  of  Olivia,  which  stood  by 
itself  in  a  dark  corner  on  a  side-table  in  a  hand- 
some oak  frame.  It  had  evidently  been  taken 
quite  recently,    and   was  an  excellent  likeness. 
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Vernon  could  not  resist  the  temptation  to  take 
it  up  and  carry  it  to  a  window  to  examine  it,  as 
he  could  not  do  in  the  obscurity  to  which  it  had 
been  condemned.  Then,  as  he  was  still  left 
undisturbed,  he  put  the  portrait  on  a  centre 
table  in  the  full  light,  and  opening  an  album 
which  lay  not  far  off,  began  hunting  for  more 
photographs  of  the  same  girl.  He  found  a  page 
containing  four,  taken  at  different  stages  of 
childhood  and  gawky  young  girlhood.  Groing 
down  on  his  knees  beside  the  large  portrait,  he 
held  open  the  album  immediately  underneath  it, 
and  began  tracing  out  the  development  of  the 
woman  from  the  child  with  the  deepest  interest. 

Absorbed,  as  his  habit  was,  in  the  occupation 
of  the  moment,  he  did  not  hear,  or  did  not  heed, 
the  approach  of  footsteps  across  the  hall.  The 
door  had  not  been  properly  closed,  and,  before 
he  could  change  his  position,  it  had  been  thrust 
open,  and  he  was  in  the  presence  of  his  hostess. 

Glancing  from  him  to  the  portrait  on  the 
table,  and  thence  to  the  book  in  his  hand,  Mrs. 
Denison  saw  or  guessed  how  he  was  employed. 
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and  feminine  jealousy  and  dislike  increased  tlie 
horror  and  indignation  she  was  nursing  against 
this  homicidal  clergyman  whom  her  husband 
had  chosen  to  exalt  at  the  expense  of  her  own 
chosen  divines.  She  stood  with  a  stony  and 
most  unwelcoming  face  while  Yernon,  rising 
hastily  with  a  bright  laugh,  shut  the  album, 
and  came  forward  to  meet  her. 

But  she  put  forward  no  cordial  hand,  and 
vouchsafed  him  only  the  coldest  little  nod  of 
the  head.  Vernon  mistook  the  reason  of  this 
reception,  confounding  the  step-mother  with  the 
mother,  and  supposing  that  his  hostess  was  in 
arms  at  the  liberty  he  had  taken  in  thus  openly 
worshipping  at  the  young  girl's  shrine. 

"  I  must  apologise  for  my  attitude  of  ap- 
parent devotion,"  he  said ;  "  but  I  was  so  much 
interested  in  tracing  the  development  of  the 
child  as  shown  here,"  and  he  held  out  the 
album,  "  into  the  woman  as  represented  here," 
and  he  touched  the  portrait  on  the  table,  "  that 
I  did  not  notice  how  unnecessarily  devout  my 
position  had  become." 
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"  Yery  unnecessarilj,"  assented  Mrs.  Denison, 
in  a  hard  and  frigid  tone. 

Poor  Yernon  looked  much  disconcerted. 

"  I  hope  yon  will  believe,"  he  began,  almost 
stammering  in  his  confusion,  "  that  I  had  no 
intention  of  taking  a  liberty  in  admiriug  your 
daughter's  portrait  so  openly " 

"  My  5^<?^ -daughter's  !  "  interrupted  Mrs. 
Denison,  with  a  snap. 

"  Oh,  ah,  yes — I  mean  your  step-daughter's," 
— floundered  Yernon,  more  perplexed  than 
ever.  If  she  did  not  care  about  the  girl,  why 
this  anger?  "  You  will  be  so  much  accustomed 
to  the  admiration  Miss  Denison  excites  that 
even  an  eccentric  tribute  may,  I  hope,  be 
excused." 

With  masculine  want  of  tact  he  was  getting 
deeper  and  deeper  into  the  mire. 

"  The  place  is  not  so  overrun  with  admirers 
of  Olivia  Denison  as  you  seem  to  imagine,"  said 
she,  acidly.  "  There  is  nothing  the  matter  with 
the  girl's  face  ;  on  the  other  hand,  we  are  not 
accustomed  to  consider  it  anything  to  rave  about. 
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We  Londoners  like  beauty  of  a  more  delicate 

type." 

"If  by  delicate  you  mean  puny  and  pale," 
said  Yernon,  with  rash  honesty,  "  you  certainly 
won't  get  us  up  here  to  agree  with  you.  But 
if  you  mean  refined,  I  can't  imagine  a  face  more 
ideally  satisfying  in  that  respect  than  Miss 
Denison's." 

This  was  the  last  straw.  The  one  consolation 
Mrs.  Denison  always  had  ready  for  herself  on 
the  irritating  subject  of  Olivia's  beauty  was  that 
her  own  flaccid  paleness  made  the  girl's  bright 
colouring  look  "  vulgar."  She  had  made  her 
entrance  in  an  aggressive  mood  ;  every  word  the 
unfortunate  man  had  uttered  had  increased  her 
prejudice  against  him,  and  had  seemed  specially 
designed  for  her  annoyance.  Inflamed  by  sullen 
anger,  and  rushing  to  the  favourite  conclusion  of 
the  ill-bred  that  she  had  been  "  insulted,"  Mrs. 
Denison  let  loose  upon  her  guest  the  vials  of  her 
wrath.  She  had  just  enough  sense  of  decency 
not  to  get  loud  in  her  anger ;  but  her  thin, 
compressed  lips  and  coldly  venomous  grey  eyes 
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struck  a  sort  of  terror  into  the  unsuspecting 
clergyman,  before  her  slow  words  came  like  the 
crash  of  a  thunderbolt  upon  his  ears.  Mrs. 
Denison  prefaced  her  speech  by  a  hard,  short 
laugh  that  scarcely  moved  the  muscles  of  her 
flabby  face. 

"  I  suppose  your  taste  still  runs  in  the  same 
direction  that  it  did  ten  years  ago  then,  and  that 
you  admire  red-cheeked  farmers'  daughters  as 
much  as  ever  ?  " 

'*  I  don't  understand  you,  madam,"  said 
Vernon,  growing  paler  than  ever,  if  that  were 
possible,  but  losing  his  nervousness  in  the  face 
of  this  preposterous  attack. 

His  recovered  self-possession  irritated  Mrs. 
Denison,  who  had  expected  him  to  cower  under 
the  onslaught. 

Yet,  although  she  was  already  growing 
alarmed  at  what  she  had  done,  she  was 
too  sullenly  obstinate  to  draw  back,  and  she 
strengthened  herself,  even  while  her  breath  came 
faster  and  a  slight  flush  came  over  her  face,  with 
the  conviction  that  she  was  unmasking  villainy, 
/ 
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and  putting  to  rout  a  man  who  was  a  disgrace  to 
his  sacred  calling. 

"  Indeed,  I  should  have  thought  that  in  this 
house,  of  all  others,  your  memory  would  have 
been  better." 

As  Mrs.  Denison  had  remained  standing, 
Vernon  had  perforce  done  the  same.  He  now 
took  a  step  to  the  left,  so  that  the  light  might 
fall  on  his  face  as  well  as  on  hers  as  he  answered 
her. 

"  If  you  have  any  accusation  to  make 
against  me,  will  you  be  kind  enough  to  make 
it  in  so  many  words,  and  not  in  roundabout 
hints  ?  " 

He  had  managed  to  make  the  woman  feel 
the  full  awkwardness  of  the  position  into  which 
she  had  brought  herself.  She  hesitated  and 
stammered,  even  though  her  grey  eyes  did  not 
flinch  from  their  vindictive  stare. 

**  I — I  had  heard — everybody  has — stories 
which — a  clergyman,  too  ! — I  should  never  have 
thought " 

''No.      People  never  do  think,  when   they 
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bring  a  vague  charge,  that  they  ought  to  be 
ready  to  substantiate  it.  Will  you  tell  me  what 
you  heard  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  to  be  brought  to  book  in  this 
way,"  said  Mrs.  Denison,  recovering  herself,  and 
speaking  in  a  louder  voice.  "  You  cannot  be 
ignorant  of  the  stories  about  you,  and  you 
cannot  be  surprised  that  I  don't  think  you  a 
fit  person  to — to  be  a  friend  to — to  young 
girls." 

There  was  a  pause,  which  Mrs.  Denison 
found  very  awkward.  She  stood  with  one  hand 
upon  a  small  occasional  table,  feeling  very 
anxious  that  this  most  obnoxious  visitor  would 
either  go  or  give  her  an  opportunity  of  going. 
Vernon,  on  his  side,  stood  perfectly  still  before 
her,  staring  at  the  floor,  not  wdth  the  shame- 
faced look  of  remorse  and  guilt,  but  with  an 
expression  of  painful  and  earnest  thought.  At 
last  he  raised  his  head,  and  his  black  eyes,  full 
of  passion  and  fire,  met  her  own  cold  grey  ones 
steadily. 

"  You  have  heard  that  I  caused  the 
/2 
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disappearance  of  a  girl  ten  years  ago  ? "  said 
he,  not  abruptly,  but  with  grave  deliberateness. 

"  Er — yes — something — yes — of  the  sort," 
answered  Mrs.  Denison,  taken  aback. 

"  And  on  sufficiently  good  authority  to 
w^arrant  your  considering  it  true  ?  " 

"  On  the  very  best  authority,  I  never  act 
on  any  other,"  said  the  lady,  hastily. 

Vernon  looked  perplexed,  and  his  tone  grew 
diffident  as  he  continued — 

"  Then  why  not  have  spared  me  the  humilia- 
tion of  this  reception  ?  Just  two  lines  sent  by 
the  stable-boy  would  have  been  enough,  and 
you  may  be  sure  I  should  never  have  troubled 
you  with  what,  I  hope,  has  been  a  painful  inter- 
view to  you." 

Vernon  said  "  hope,"  and  even  put  a  slight 
emphasis  on  the  word,  as  he  had  a  suspicion  that 
his  hostess  was  ill-natured  enough  to  have  found 
some  enjoyment  in  his  discomfiture.  With  a 
ceremonious  and  dignified  bow  he  was  passing 
her  on  his  w^ay  to  the  door,  when  a  genial  voice 
startled  them  both,  and  Mr.  Denison  entered. 
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Not  being  a  man  of  specially  quick  percep- 
tions, the  new-comer  did  not  at  once  see  that 
anything  was  wrong.  He  seized  Vernon  by 
both  hands,  welcomed  him  in  warm  words,  and 
with  apologies  for  having  been  absent  on  his 
arrival. 

"And  where's  my  Olivia?"  he  went  on, 
turning  to  his  wife,  now  observing  for  the  first 
time  the  unpromising  frown  on  that  lady's  face, 
and  believing  that  his  daughter's  neglect  was 
the  cause.  "  She  should  have  been  here  to  help 
you  to  entertain  Mr.  Brander," 

Mrs.  Denison  began  to  say  something  in- 
articulately, but  Yernon,  in  a  clear  and  de- 
liberate voice,  said — 

^'You  do  Mrs.  Denison  injustice.  Judging 
from  the  manner  in  which  she  has  entertained 
me,  I  should  think  she  is  not  only  able,  but 
that  she  prefers,  to  do  without  any  assistance." 

Mrs.  Denison  looked  both  confused  and 
alarmed,  as  she  stammered  something  about  Mr. 
Brander's  having  misunderstood  her.  For  her 
husband,   like  .many  other  easy-going  men,  was 
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subject  to  occasional  fits  of  passionate  violence, 
Avliicli  for  a  woman  of  Mrs.  Denison's  cold  and 
somewhat  stodgy  temperament  had  peculiar 
terrors. 

"  Misunderstood  !  "  cried  he,  in  an  ominous 
tone  of  surprise  and  perplexity,  ^'  Misunderstood 
what?" 

"  I  think  the  misunderstanding  was  on  the 
lady's  side,*'  said  Yernon,  very  calmly,  moving  a 
step  nearer  the  door.  "  For  if  Mrs.  Denison 
really  thought  that  I  could  comfortably  partake 
of  her  hospitality  after  being  accused  by  her  of 
unspecified  crimes,  she  made  a  mistake  which  I 
must  now  beg  to  leave  her  leisure  to  recognise." 

Without  giving  Mr.  Denison,  who  had 
grown  during  this  speech  absolutely  livid  with 
anger,  time  to  answer  him,  Vernon  Brander 
hurried  out  of  the  room,  and  out  of  the  house. 

But  Mr.  Denison's  outbursts  of  passion,  if 
violent,  were  short-lived.  After  having  in- 
veighed for  a  few  minutes  furiously  against 
woman's  talkativeness  and  woman's  indiscretion, 
he  allowed  himself  to  be  talked  round  by  his 
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wife,  into  believing  that  what  little  she  had  said 
to  the  Reverend  Yemon  touching  his  former 
delinquencies,  he  had  brought  upon  himself  by  a 
very  impertinent  expression  of  his  admiration 
for  Olivia.  Being  at  heart  a  man  of  peace,  and 
unable  to  retain  displeasure  with  any  one  for 
long,  Mr.  Denison  had  subsided  into  an  uneasy 
and  conscience-pricked  silence  on  the  subject, 
when  Olivia's  footsteps,  bounding  through  the 
hall  with  the  agility  of  youth  and  high  spirits, 
startled  both  husband  and  wife. 

The  girl  sprang  into  the  room  like  a  flash 
of  sunshine,  but  being  far  more  acute  than  her 
father,  the  first  glance  from  his  face  to  that  of 
his  wife  showed  her  that  something  was  wrong. 

"  Where's  Mr.  Brander  ?  "  she  asked,  ab- 
ruptly, already  with  a  dash  of  suspicion  in  her 
tone.  "  Lucy  told  me  he'd  been  here  nearly 
half  an  hour." 

Mr.  Denison  walked  away  to  the  nearest 
window  without  speaking  ;  Mrs.  Denison  leaned 
back  in  the  easy  chair  which  she  was  occuppng 
with  an  assumption  of  easy  dignity  meant  to 
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conceal  the  uneasiness  which  she  felt.  For  to 
displease  Olivia  seriously,  much  as  the  elder 
woman  might  affect  to  ignore  the  girl's  feelings, 
was  a  very  different  thing  from  displeasing  her 
good-tempered  father. 

"Mr.  Brander  has  been  and  has  gone,"  said. 
Mrs.  Denison,  with  an  air  of  offended  dignity. 
"He  has  proved  himself  unworthy  the  honour 
of  being  admitted  as  a  friend  into  my  family, 
and  I  never  wish  to  hear  his  name  mentioned 
again." 

"  You  don't  think  I'm  to  be  satisfied  like 
that,"  said  Olivia,  very  quietly.  And  then 
she  stood,  with  hands  clasped,  and  passionate, 
earnest  eyes,  gazing  at  her  step-mother's  doughy 
face  with  a  steadfastness  which  caused  that  lady 
to  "fidget"  uneasily,  and  thus  to  destroy  the 
effect  of  her  efforts  at  dignified  composure. 

"  You're  forgetting  yourself  strangely,  Olivia, 
to  speak  to  me  in  that  manner.  I  am  mistress 
here,  and  I  am  not  going  to  be  dictated  to  by  a 
chit  of  a  girl." 

"  You  have  said  something,  done  something. 
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to  send  him  away;  I  am  sure  of  it,"  said  the 
girl  with  breathless  earnestness,  not  heeding  her 
step-mother's  fretful  protest.  "  I  will  know 
what  it  is  :  I  have  a  right  to  know.  Papa,"  she 
went  on,  turning  towards  her  father  entreatingly, 
and  speaking  in  a  voice  that  grew  softer  the 
moment  she  addressed  him,  "  you  know  Mr. 
Brander  has  been  kind  to  me,  most  unselfishly, 
disinterestedly  kind — and  just  when  I  wanted 
help  and  kindness.  You  would  not  let  him  be 
rudely  treated,  would  you?  You  would  never 
allow  your  guest  to  be  insulted,  I  am  sure.  Tell 
me  what  has  happened ;  I  must  know.  Do  tell 
me ;  do  satisfy  me.  I  am  not  curious ;  I  am 
miserable  until  I  know." 

She  had  crossed  the  room  to  him,  put  affec- 
tionate hands  on  his  shoulders,  and  was  looking 
into  his  face  with  tender  pleading,  far  more  irre- 
sistible even  than  his  wife's  peremptory  reason- 
ing had  been.  He  could  not  look  her  in  the 
face,  but  frowned,  and  made  feeble  and  futile 
attempts  to  get  rid  of  the  clinging  fingers.  Mrs. 
Denison's  hard  voice  then  struck  upon  their  ears. 
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"  Really,  Edward,  you're  not  going  to  allow 
yourself  to  be  talked  over  in  that  way,  I  hope. 
Surely  you  and  I  are  the  best  judges  as  to  who 
are,  and  who  are  not,  fit  acquaintances  for  our 
children.  And  when  the  wife  of  the  vicar  of 
the  parish  herself  warns  me  that  such-and-such 
a  man  is  a  criminal  of  a  sort  not  fit  to  be 
admitted  into  a  decent  house,  I  don't  think  any 
one  can  dispute  that  we  have  authority  for  what 
we  do." 

"  The  wife  of  the  vicar  !  Mrs.  Brander !  " 
exclaimed  Olivia  in  bewilderment.  "  She  told 
you  that  about  her  brother-in-law  ?  " 

Mrs.  Denison  did  not  answer.  She  was 
ready  to  bite  her  tongue  out  for  her  indiscretion 
in  mentioning  her  informant's  name.  She  knew 
Olivia's  impulsive  nature,  and  was  very  much 
afraid  that  the  girl  would  get  her  into  trouble 
with  the  vicar's  wife,  with  whom  she  was 
anxious  to  stand  well.  For  Mrs.  Brander 's 
well-bred  simplicity  of  manner,  and  a  certain  air 
of  being  queen  of  the  district  which  years  of 
homage    had    given   her,    had    made    a    strong 
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impression  on  the  ex-govemess.  Olivia  read 
the  truth  in  her  step-mother's  confusion,  and  a 
new  spring  of  anger  bubbled  up  in  her  heart. 

"  The  wicked,  treacherous  woman  !  "  she 
panted,  scarcely  aloud,  but  with  great  vehemence. 
"  He  shall  know  who  are  the  friends  who  spread 
these  stories  about  him." 

She  was  turning  impulsively  towards  the 
door,  drawing  on  as  she  did  so  one  of  the  gloves 
she  had  taken  off,  when  Mrs.  Denison,  with 
unaccustomed  agility,  sprang  up  from  her  chair 
and  laid  a  heavy  hand  on  the  girl's  arm. 

"Where  are  you  going?"  she  asked,  per- 
emptorily, with  much  anxiety. 

Olivia  looked  down  at  her  face  with  a  re- 
solute expression,  which  made  her  step-mother's 
hands  tingle  to  box  her  ears. 

"  I  am  going  to  find  Mr.  Yernon  Brander, 
to  tell  him  of  the  slanders  that  are  being  spread 
about  him  and  who  spreads  them,  and  I  am 
going  to  apologise  most  humbly  for  the  treat- 
ment he  has  received  in  this  house  this  mom- 
mg. 
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If  Olivia  had  trusted  herself  for  another 
minute  in  Mrs.  Denison's  clutches,  the  last 
rag  of  that  good  lady's  self-restraint  would 
have  been  torn  away,  and  she  would  have 
recalled  her  old  methods  of  school-room  rule  by 
bringing  her  plump  hand  in  sharp  contact  with 
the  girl's  cheeks.  But  Olivia  was  too  quick  for 
her.  With  an  agile  twist  of  her  imprisoned 
arm  she  freed  herself,  and  shaking  her  head  at 
her  father,  who  was  crossing  the  room  to  follow 
her,  she  left  the  room  even  more  rapidly  than 
Vernon  Brander  had  done. 

Olivia  flew  along  the  road  towards  St. 
Cuthbert's  as  if  pursued.  The  thought  that  the 
man  who  had  done  so  much  both  to  help  and 
protect  her  should  have  been  exposed  to  the 
vulgar  insults  of  the  tyrant  of  her  father's  house- 
hold, threw  her  into  a  frenzy  of  anger  and 
humiliation  for  which  she  found  no  balm.  With 
her  indignation  against  Mrs.  Meredith  Brander, 
on  the  other  hand,  there  mingled  an  unacknow- 
ledged consolation.  She  did  not  like  that  lady ; 
she  was  also  unconsciously  jealous  of  her  strong 
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hold  upon  her  brother-in-law.  Therefore  the 
discovery  of  Mrs.  Brander's  perfidy,  which  could 
not  fail  to  weaken  that  hold,  had  an  element 
which  was  not  unwelcome.  But  to  do  the  girl 
justice,  this  selfish  feeling  was  in  very  small 
proportion  to  the  passionate  wish  to  make  some 
amends  to  him  for  the  indignity  he  had  just 
suffered. 

It  had  been  a  dull  morning,  and  now  the 
rain  was  beginning  to  fall,  and  to  envelop  the 
hills  far  away  on  the  left  wdth  a  haze  which 
by  its  density  threatened  something  w^orse  than 
a  light  shower.  In  her  impulsive  eagerness 
to  start  on  her  errand  of  consolation,  she  had  not 
thought  of  the  mundane  precaution  of  taking  an 
umbrella,  and  although  she  was  now  not  too 
much  absorbed  to  regret  the  omission,  she  was 
far  too  impatient  to  go  back.  As  the  rain 
fell  faster  she  began  to  run,  and  when  she  came 
in  sight  of  the  ruinous  church,  standing  still  far 
away  in  the  valley  below  her,  partly  hidden 
by  the  gaunt  and  cheerless  Vicarage,  she  had  to 
pause    for   breath,   although  by    that  time    her 
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clothes  were  wet  through.  Through  the  veil  of 
rain  she  caught  sight  of  a  man  who  was  making 
his  way  towards  St.  Cuthbert's  by  a  shorter 
path,  over  the  meadows  and  through  the  strag- 
gling trees  which  at  this  point  skirted  the  hill 
on  the  south  side  of  the  valley.  It  must  be 
Vernon  Brander,  she  felt  sure,  returning  pas- 
sionately angry,  or  deeply  humiliated,  from  his 
unlucky  visit  to  the  farm. 

Olivia  wanted  to  overtake  him  before  he 
could  reach  his  -house ;  so,  with  her  usual 
impetuous  rashness,  she  broke  through  the  hedge 
on  her  left,  ran,  tumbled,  and  slipped  down  the 
hill,  which  was  slippery  with  wet  grass,  scrambled 
through  the  damp,  dead  underwood  which  grew 
between  the  trees  at  the  bottom,  and,  running 
for  the  rest  of  the  way,  got  into  the  lane  leading 
to  the  church,  and,  turning  the  last  sharp  corner 
in  a  brilliant  spurt,  ran  against  the  man  she  was 
pursuing  as  he  leaned  against  the   churchyard 


gate. 


And  it  was  not  Vernon  Brander  after  all ! 
The  man  had  turned,  hearing  the  rapid  foot- 
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steps  behind  him,  and  the  change  in  the  girl's 
face,  as  she  learnt  her  mistake,  was  far  too 
marked  for  him  not  to  see  easily  that  she  was 
disappointed. 

"  I'm  the  wrong  man,  missee,  I'm  afraid," 
said  he  good- humour edly,  and  in  a  manner  per- 
fectly free  from  offence. 

Olivia  knew  that  this  was  the  new  tenant 
of  Eishton  Church  Cottage ;  she  had  seen  him 
on  the  previous  Sunday,  not  indeed  inside  the 
church,  of  which  he  had  confessed  to  the  vicar 
a  frank  abhorrence,  but  leaning  over  the  low^  wall 
of  his  garden  to  watch  the  worshippers,  as  they 
left  the  building,  with  half -shut,  critical  eyes. 

*'  No,"  said  she,  apologeticall}^ ;  "  I  thought 
it  was  the  vicar." 

A  curious  look,  partly  of  interest  and  partly, 
as  it  seemed  to  her,  of  pity,  came  over  his  face. 

'^  The  vicar  of  this  rat-run  ?  "  he  asked, 
with  a  nod  of  his  head  in  the  direction  of 
the  church. 

"  The  Vicar  of  St.  Cuthbert's,"  answered  the 
girl  with  some  dignity. 
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Her  ideas  on  the  subject  of  conversation 
with  strangers  were  strictly  conventional ;  but, 
besides  the  universal  interest  and  curiosity 
which  the  mystery  surrounding  the  new-comer 
excited,  she  felt  a  sudden  conviction  that  the 
attraction  which  brought  him  to  this  remote 
neighbourhood  was  not  unconnected  with  Yernon 
Brander. 

The  stranger  gave  a  sort  of  grunt,  and  nodded 
significantly. 

"  I  thought  so,''  said  he. 

Olivia  turned  away  with  a  deep  flush  in  her 
cheeks,  much  vexed  with  herself  for  having  given 
the  man  an  opening  for  a  remark  which  seemed 
highly  impertinent.  She  was  making  boldly  for 
the  Yicarage  when  she  heard  the  stranger's 
voice  again.  He  had  followed,  and  was  walking 
beside  her. 

"  Look  here.  Miss  Denison,"  he  began,  in 
a  serious  and  respectful  tone,  "  although  I'm 
a  stranger  to  you,  you  are  not  one  to  me,  for 
I've  studied  you  since  I've  been  in  this  neigh- 
bourhood, as  I've  studied  all   the   rest   of  my 
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neighbours.  And  if  I  tliought  of  them  all  as 
I  do  of  you,  it  would  be  better  for  some  of 
them." 

Olivia  turned  suddenly  towards  him,  and 
stopped,  impressed  by  his  tone,  and  filled  with 
dread  of  what  was  coming. 

"  Don't  be  frightened,"  he  continued,  in 
a  voice  which,  for  the  rough  man,  was  almost 
gentle.  "  You're  a  fine,  high-spirited,  generous 
girl,  and  I  want  to  be  able  to  say  to  you  that  I 
will  never  harm  you  nor  yours." 

"  You  want  to  be  able  to  say  it  1  "  she  ex- 
claimed, in  bewilderment. 

''  Yes.  As  long  as  you  remain  Miss  Denison 
I  can  say  it,  but  if  you  were  to  shut  your  ears  to 
everybody's  warnings,  and  marry  the  Yicar  of 
St.  Moulder-in-the-Hole  here,  I  couldn't." 

"Why,  who  are  you?"  cried  the  girl,  in 
a  tremulous  voice. 

"Ned  Mitchell,  brother  to  Nellie  Mitchell, 
who  was  done  away  with  here  ten  years   ago. 
And  I'm  here  to  make  the  man  who  murdered 
her  swing  for  it !  " 
9 


CHAPTEE  XIV. 

THE    housekeeper's    STORY. 

Olivia  Denison  was  by  no  means  a  nervous  or 
weak-minded  girl.  On  learning  that  the  man 
who  stood  before  her  was  the  brother  of  Nellie 
Mitchell,  she  did  not  scream  or  stagger  back,  or 
give  any  outward  sign  of  the  shock  she  felt, 
except  to  bite  her  lips,  which  had  begun  to 
tremble  and  twitch,  as  she  bowed  her  head 
in  acknowledgment  of  the  information.  But, 
none  the  less,  she  was  instantly  possessed  by  a 
much  greater  terror  than  if  this  unexpected 
avenger  had  been  a  fierce-looking  personage  with 
flashing  eyes  and  a  melodramatic  roll  in  his 
voice.  She  felt  that  there  would  be  no  softening 
this  hard-headed  colonist,  who  took  the  punish- 
ment of  his  sister's  betrayer  as  "  all  in  the  day's 
work,"  and  announced  his  intention  of  getting 
him  hanged  vdth  the  same  dispassionate  decision 
with  which  he  would  have  resolved  on  the  sale 
of  a  flock  of  sheep.     And  at  the  same  time  she 
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felt  for  the  first  time  fallj  conscious  that  even, 
the  absolute  knowledge  of  Vernon  Brander's 
guilt  would  not  suffice  to  stifle  her  interest  in 
him. 

Quietly  as  she  took  his  sensational  announce- 
ment, Xed  Mitchell  was  shrewd  enough  to  know 
that  the  young  lady  was  greatly  shocked  by  it, 
and  her  bearing  filled  him  with  genuine  ad- 
miration. But  his  first  attempt  to  soften  the 
blow  was  scarcely  well  worded. 

"  Come,  Miss  Denison,  there  are  as  good  fish 
in  the  sea  as  ever  came  out  of  it,  and  a  young 
lady  of  your  spirit  is  too  good  to  waste  half  a 
sigh  on  any  man,  let  alone  a  parson.  There's 
nobody  fit  to  mate  with  you  in  this  played-out 
old  country ;  what  you  want  is  a  lad  who  can  sit 
a  buckjumper,  or  ride  five  hundred  miles  without 
a  wink  of  sleep  except  what  he  gets  in  thu 
saddle.     That's  your  sort." 

"  Is  it  ?  "  said  Olivia,  tranquilly.     "  Perhaps 

so.     But  I  assure  you,  Mr.  Mitchell,  I  can  exist 

a  few  more  years  without  a  mate  at  all,  and  that 

it   is    no   frantic    desire    to    get    married  which 

S^2 
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makes  me  anxious  to  see  one  of  my  friends 
cleared  of  a  charge  of  which  I  believe  him  to  be 
innocent." 

"  Well  said.  That's  what  a  friend  should 
believe.  But  if  your  friend  has  quite  a  free 
conscience  about  St.  Cuthbert's  churchyard  and 
anything  that  may  ever  have  taken  place  in  it, 
can  you  suggest  a  reason  for  the  gate's  being 
always  locked?  " 

"  I  suppose  it  is  to  prevent  the  sheep  getting 
in,"  said  Olivia,  regretting  the  feeble  suggestion 
the  next  moment. 

''  Certainly  the  sheep  can't  pick  a  lock, 
but,  then,  neither  could  they  lift  an  ordinary 
latch." 

**  Do  you  suppose  that  no  churchyard  is  ever 
kept  locked  unless  a  murder  has  been  committed 
in  it  ?  " 

"No.  But  I  think  it  strange  that  since  I 
have  been  here,  prowling  about,  let  us  say,  not 
only  has  the  gate  been  mended  where  it  had 
grow^n  weak  in  one  of  the  hinges,  but  two 
breaches  in  the  wall,  by  which  one  could  have 
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got  into  the  churcliyard  without  the  help  of  the 
gate,  have  been  repaired." 

Olivia  glanced  towards  the  place  where  she 
had  got  in  over  the  broken  ^vall  on  a  former 
occasion.  The  gap  had  been  stopped  up,  and 
some  of  the  earth  underneath  on  the  outside  had 
been  carted  away  to  make  a  forced  entrance 
more  difficult. 

''  Well,"  said  she,  her  cheeks  flushing,  "  and 
is  there  anything  singular  in  the  fact  of  a  vicar's 
having  his  churchyard  wall  repaired  ?  " 

"  Wlien  the  churchyard  is  so  orderly  and  so 
beautifully  kept  as  this  one  ? "  added  Mr. 
Mitchell,  with  a  derisive  laugh.  "  Yes,  I  think 
there  is  something  singular  in  it.  And  what 
makes  it  to  my  mind  more  singular  still  is  that 
when   I    conorratulated    the    Eeverend    Yernon 

o 

Brander  on  these  repairs  he  denied  all  know- 
ledge of  them."  ^ 

"Then  he  certainly  knew  nothing  about 
them,"  said  01i\da,  promptly. 

Mr.  Mitchell,  for  the  first  time,  gave  her  a 
glance  such  as  he  was  accustomed  to  bestow  on 
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the  ordinary  run  of  women — a  glance  full  of 
resigned  and  lenient  contempt. 

"  Well,  you  are  thorough-going,  at  least,''  he 
said,  at  last,  patronisingly.  "  But  it  is  a 
curiou'sly  lucky  thing  for  the  vicar,  whose  house 
is  the  only  place  that  commands  a  view  of  the 
churchyard,  mind  you,  that  I  can  be  seen 
wandering  about  the  place  one  day,  and  find 
I  can't  get  in  the  next." 

"  Very  likely  his  housekeeper  saw  you,  as 
you  say,  prowling  about,  and,  considering  your 
manner  suspicious,  had  the  repairs  made  without 
thinking  it  worth  while  to  consult  her  master." 

"  Not  likely,"  said  Mr.  Mitchell,  with  a 
shake  of  the  head.  "  However,  I'll  not  keep 
you  here  in  the  rain  trying  to  persuade  an  old 
hand  like  me  that  black's  white.  Do  you  know 
that  your  clothes  are  wet  through  ?  " 

This  was  perfectly  true.  Recalled  now  to 
consciousness  of  physical  discomfort,  Olivia 
shivered. 

"  Yes,  I  must  make  haste  home,"  she  said. 
Then,  with  a  hopeless  glance  at  his  face,  as  if 
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she  despaired  of  her  words  having  any  effect,  she 
added,  ''  You  are  too  suspicions.  You  are  so 
shrewd  that  you  think  you  can't  make  a  mistake. 
But  for  all  your  cleverness,  my  belief  in  the 
friend  I  know  and  trust  is  just  as  likely  to  be 
right  as  your  belief  to  the  contrary." 

"  Well,  well,  I  hope  it  may  be.  Don't  think 
I  have  any  ill  feeling  towards  this  Vernon 
Brander  as  a  man;  it  is  the  betrayer  of  my 
sister  that  I'm  after,  and  if  Vernon  Brander 
isn't  the  guilty  party,  why,  he'll  have  nothing 
to  fear  from  me.  Good  afternoon,  Miss 
Denison." 

Mr.  Mitchell  raised  his  hat,  with  a  shrewd 
and  not  unkindly  smile  into  the  girl's  beautiful, 
agitated  face,  turned  on  his  heel,  and  began  to 
make  his  way,  with  his  usual  stolid  and  leisurely 
manner,  up  the  hill  towards  the  high  road. 

Left  to  herseK,  Olivia,  who  was  by  this  time 
too  thoroughly  drenched  to  trouble  herself  about 
a  few  minutes  more  or  less  in  the  rain,  debated 
what  she  should  do.  The  heat  of  the  impulse 
which  made  her  dash  out  of  doors  on  learning 
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the  insult  to  Yernon  had  now  departed,  and 
some  of  Mr.  Mitchell's  words  had  hurt  her 
maidenly  modesty  to  the  extent  of  making  her 
shy  of  visiting  the  clergyman  at  his  house.  On 
the  other  hand,  she  had  now,  in  the  menaces  of 
the  colonist,  another  reason  for  putting  him  on 
his  guard.  When  Mr.  Mitchell  had  disappeared 
from  her  sight  at  the  first  bend  of  the  lane,  she 
began  to  follow  in  the  same  direction  slowly,  her 
mind  not  yet  being  made  up.  An  unexpected 
incident  decided  her. 

Grlancing  furtively  at  the  cheerless  windows 
of  the  gaunt  stone  house,  Olivia  saw,  at  one  of 
them,  the  figure  of  an  old  woman  in  a  black 
dress  and  widow's  cap,  who  watched  the  girl 
with  evident  interest,  and  at  last  opened  the 
front  door  and  began  making  signs  to  her. 
Olivia  stopped.  The  signs  were  plainly  an 
invitation  to  come  in. 

"  Won't  you  step  inside  a  minute,  out  of  the 
rain  ?  Come  in,  come  in ;  there's  nobody  about 
but  me." 

This    decided    Olivia,    who    recognised    the 
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speaker  as  Vernon's  housekeeper,  wliom  she  had 
seen  at  Bishton  church  on  Sundays.  So  she 
walked  up  the  stone-paved  path,  and  thanking 
the  old  woman  for  the  proffered  shelter,  followed 
her. 

*'  I  think  you'd  better  come  into  my  room, 
Miss,  though  it's  really  only  the  back  kitchen," 
said  the  housekeeper.  "  But  Mr.  Brander  being 
out  to-day,  lunching  up  at  the  Hall  Farm,  as 
you  know,  Miss,  there's  no  fire  in  his  room." 

Olivia  assenting  gratefully,  the  old  woman 
led  her  past  the  open  door  of  a  comfortless  and 
dingy  room  on  the  left,  which  might  have  been 
either  dining-room  or  study,  past  a  second  door 
on  the  same  side,  which  was  closed,  to  a  small 
apartment  at  the  back,  where  a  bright  fire,  a  cat 
on  the  hearthrug,  a  bird  in  its  cage,  and  a 
cushioned  rocking-chair,  gave  a  look  of  comfort 
which  was  a  welcome  relief  to  the  cheerless 
aspect  of  the  rest  of  the  house.  An  open  door 
led  into  the  kitchen,  and  gave  a  pleasant  glimpse 
of  fire-light  shining  on  well-polished  pots  and 
pans. 
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The  lionsekeeper  broke  into  ejaculations 
of  alarm  as  she  touched  the  girl's  wet  gar- 
ments. 

"  Bless  me  !  j^ou're  soaked  to  the  skin  ! ''  she 
cried,  beginning  instantly  to  divest  Olivia  of  her 
outer  garments  with  a  vigorous  hand.  "  Come 
upstairs  with  me.  Yes,  you  must ;  it  would  be 
manslaughter  on  my  part  to  let  you  stay  in 
those  clothes.  I  believe  you've  caught  a  fever 
already." 

Fatigue,  excitement,  cold,  and  wet  had  done 
their  work  on  Olivia,  w^ho  began  to  look  and  to 
feel  ill.  She  resisted  for  a  few  moments  the 
housekeeper's  well-meant  endeavours  to  drag  her 
to  the  door,  but  yielded  at  last,  and  suffered 
herself  to  be  taken  upstairs,  and  arrayed  from 
head  to  foot  in  garments  belonging  to  her 
hostess  which,  if  neither  well-fitting  nor  fashion- 
able, were  at  least  dry.  Mrs.  Warmington — 
for  that,  she  informed  Olivia,  was  her  name — 
assured  the  girl  that  she  would  have  plenty  of 
time  to  have  her  outer  garments  dried,  and  to 
get  away  home  before  Mr.  Brander  returned,  as 
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it  was  his  day  for  visiting  an  outlying  part  of 
his  straggling  parish. 

"  And,"  she  said,  "  he  will  no  doubt  go 
straight  on  from  the  Hall  Farm  after  luncheon, 
and  won't  be  back  here  until  tea-time." 

"  Without  having  had  anything  to  eat," 
thought  poor  Olivia. 

She  let  herself  be  led  downstairs  again, 
noting,  as  she  did  so,  that  no  visible  corner  of 
the  house,  except  such  parts  of  it  as  came  within 
the  housekeeper's  special  province,  was  one  whit 
more  comfortable  or  homehke  than  the  bare 
hall.  A  pang  of  acute  pity  for  the  lonely  man 
pierced  her  heart  as  she  decided  that,  whatever 
sin  he  might  earlier  in  life  have  been  guilty  of, 
no  expiation  could  be  more  complete  than  his 
dreary  life  in  this  desolate  house,  with  only  an 
old  woman  for  companion.  And  Mrs.  Warming- 
ton  did  not  strike  her  as  the  most  devoted 
servant,  or  the  most  sympathetic  personality,  in 
the  world.  She  had  "  seen  better  days,"  evi- 
dently ;  but  although  she  did  not  flaunt  the  fact 
unduly,  it  perhaps  gave  her  a  little  additional 
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aggressiveness  of  manner,  so  that,  in  spite  of  her 
kindness,  Olivia  felt  that  one  must  he  hard  np 
for  companionship  to  seek  Mrs.  Warmington's 
society.  The  girl  was  indeed  struck  hy  the 
difference  hetween  the  warm  kindliness  the  old 
woman  showed  to  herself  and  the  rather  off-hand 
manner  in  which  she  alluded  to  her  employer. 
She  hegan  to  puzzle  her  head  as  to  the  reason  of 
this,  and  grew  very  anxious  to  find  out  in  what 
esteem  the  clergyman  was  held  hy  his  solitary 
dependent.  After  a  little  conversation  by  the 
fireside,  during  which  the  warmth  came  gradually 
hack  to  her  shivering  limbs,  she  put  out  a  feeler 
in  this  direction — 

"  It's  a  very  lonely  life  that  you  and  Mr. 
Brander  lead  up  here,"  she  said,  looking  into  the 
fire,  and  hoping  that  she  did  not  betray  in  which 
of  the  two  lives  she  took  the  greater  interest. 

"  You  may  well  say  lonely.  It's  a  godsend 
to  see  a  human  creature  abouit.  I  could  have 
blessed  the  rain  to-day  for  bringing  you  here." 

"  I  suppose  it's  even  worse  for  you  than  for 
Mr.  Brander,  because  he  has  his  parish  duties  ?  " 
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"  Well,  I'm  of  a  more  contented  turn  of  mind 
than  he,"  said  Mrs.  Warmington,  with  the  same 
coolness  that  she  had  previously  shown  on  the 
subject  of  her  master.  "  But  then,  to  be  sure, 
perhaps  I've  a  better  conscience." 

There  w^as  silence  for  some  minutes.  Mrs. 
Warmington  gave  the  impression  of  being  ready 
to  be  questioned,  but  Olivia  was  shy  of  taking 
advantage  of  the  fact.  The  housekeeper  glanced 
at  her  from  time  to  time,  as  if  hoping  for  some 
comment  on  her  words.  At  last,  as  none  came, 
she  looked  her  visitor  full  in  the  face,  and 
said — 

"  I  see  you  know  the  story.  Every  one 
does,  more  or  less  ;  though  there  are  not  many 
who  know  the  rights  of  it  as  well  as  I  do." 

Olivia's  heart  seemed  to  stand  still. 

"  But  you  don't  think  him  guilty  ?  "  burst 
from  her  lips,  in  a  tone  which  expressed  more 
anxiety  than  she  guessed.  "  You  know  him, 
perhaps,  better  than  anybody ;  you  know  that 
he  isn't  capable  of  an3^thing  so  cruel,  so  base." 

Mrs.   Warmington  pursed  up.  her  withered 
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lips  in  a  judicial  manner,  poked  the  fire,  and  put 
on  a  fresli  supply  of  coal,  all  with  an  air  of 
being  the  chosen  keeper  of  some  great  mystery. 
Olivia  watched  her,  but  without  asking  any 
more  questions ;  she  felt  heart-sick,  miserable. 
Other  people  might  guess ;  this  old  woman  pro- 
bably knew.  At  last  the  housekeeper  solemnly 
broke  silence. 

"  It's  hardly  a  tale  for  a  young  lady's  ears  ; 
perhaps  it  almost  seems  like  a  breach  of  con- 
fidence on  my  part  to  touch  upon  my  employer's 
secrets  at  all.  But  he  has  never  made  a  con- 
fidante of  me,  and  if  there's  any  one  in  the  world 
who  might  use  the  knowledge  I  possess  to 
Mr.  Brander's  disadvantage,  I  know  it  is  not 
you." 

The  young  girl  felt  a  shame-faced  flush 
rising  in  her  cheeks.  The  woman  spoke  in  a 
significant  tone,  implying  that  the  depth  of  the 
interest  Olivia  took  in  her  master  was  not  un- 
known to  her.  The  girl  turned  her  head  a 
little  away,  and  stared  at  the  fire  with  statu- 
esque stillness  while  her  companion  continued — 
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"  To  begin  A\'itli,  I  may  tell  you  that  the 
Branders  are  distant  relations  of  mine.  It  does 
not  make  me  love  them  the  more,  but  it  will 
prove  to  you  that  I  have  no  interest  in  making 
them  out  to  be  worse  than  they  are." 

01i\aa  assented  with  a  slight  bend  of  the 
head. 

"I  don't  deny  that  I  have  noticed  the 
interest  you  take  in  my  master,  and  as  you  are 
an  inexperienced  young  girl,  with  some  warm- 
hearted, and  perhaps  rather  Quixotic,  notions,  I 
think  it  right  to  put  you  in  possession  of  the 
facts  of  this  business,  as  I  know  them." 

Olivia  glanced  at  the  woman,  and  saw  that, 
in  spite  of  the  dry  hardness  of  her  manner,  there 
was  a  kindly  look  in  her  eyes.  Indeed,  Mrs. 
Warmington,  whose  heart  was  a  little  parched 
towards  the  w^orld  in  general,  had  taken  a  fancy 
to  the  bright-cheeked,  handsome  girl. 

"  I  suppose  you  know,"  she  went  on,  "  that 
the  Branders  pride  themselves  upon  being  what 
is  called  a  *  good '  family.  You  will  also  know 
that  in  all  '  good '  families    there  is   generally 
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more  than  one  '  bad  lot.'  Altliougli  I  am  a 
connection  of  theirs,  I  must  confess  that  there 
has  been  quite  an  exceptional  number  among  the 
Branders.  And,  awkwardly  enough,  it  happens 
that  the  family  interest  lies  chiefly  in  the 
Church.  The  Branders  have  been  clergymen 
for  generations,  generally  with  little  credit  to 
themselves.  Here  and  there  has  been  an  ex- 
ception, but  never  more  than  one  in  a  genera- 
tion; the  exception  in  our  time  is  Meredith. 
His  two  brothers,  Vernon  and  one  who  is  now 
in  China,  showed  from  the  very  first  how  unfit 
they  were  for  their  calling.  I  don't  blame  them 
much ;  I  don't  praise  Meredith  much ;  their 
temperaments  are  different,  and  it  can  scarcely 
be  called  their  fault  that  only  one  of  the  three  is 
a  round  peg  in  a  round  hole.  Well,  you  know 
that  both  my  master  and  his  brother,  Meredith, 
fixed  their  choice  on  the  same  lady,  and  that 
Meredith  married  her.  After  that,  Yernon,  who 
was  no  particular  credit  to  his  cloth  before,  grew 
wilder  than  ever.  It  was  not  long  before  his 
constant  visits  to  the  Hall  Farm   became    the 
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talk  of  the  village;  for  Nellie  Mitchell  hadn't 
the  best  name  in  the  world.  Before  long  it  was 
rumoured  about  that  the  girl  had  been  seen,  late 
in  the  evening,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  St. 
Cuthbert's.'' 

"Did  you  live  here  then?"  abruptly  asked 
OKvia,  who  had  been  sitting  in  an  attitude  of 
straining  attention,  with  close -shut  lips  and 
heaving  breast. 

*'  I  had  been  here  six  weeks  when — when  the 
end  came.  Tongues  had  been  going  faster  than 
ever  for  the  last  week  or  two,  and,  of  course, 
some  of  the  talk  had  reached  my  ears.  I  knew, 
from  little  things  I  had  seen — a  portrait,  a  glove, 
shght  changes  in  his  manner  when  speaking  of 
her — that  my  master  had  not  yet  got  over  his 
fancy  for  Mrs.  Brander,  married  though  she  was. 
Then  I  heard  whispers  of  Xellie  Mitchell's 
jealousy :  how  she  flaunted  past  the  vicar's  wife 
in  the  churchyard  on  Sunday  with  a  swing  in- 
her  walk  and  a  toss  of  her  head  which  were 
almost  insults ;  of  letters  which  were  left  in  a 
wood  close  by,  some  of  which  fell  into  strange 
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hands.  I  was  shocked  by  these  reports,  but  I 
looked  upon  them  as  partly  gossip,  and  considered 
that,  in  any  case,  they  were  no  business  of  mine. 
One  evening  in  August  I  was  standing  at  the 
window  of  the  front  room,  watching  the  sunset, 
when  I  saw  Nellie  Mitchell  coming  down  the 
lane  past  the  house.  Something  in  the  girl's 
appearance  and  manner  struck  me  as  it  had  never 
done  before.  It  was  not  the  first  time  that  I 
had  seen  her  come  this  way ;  but  on  all  previous 
occasions  it  had  been  after  dark  that  I  had  seen 
a  figure  which  I  believed  to  be  hers  slinking  past 
hurriedly,  as  if  anxious  to  escape  notice.  Now 
the  girl  walked  boldly — one  would  have  said 
defiantly — with  a  flushed  face,  and  an  expression 
of  reckless  resolution.  She  carried  in  her  hand 
a  small  white  packet,  and,  as  she  came  opposite 
the  house,  she  stopped,  and,  turning  so  as  to  face 
the  gate,  deliberately  untied  the  string  or  ribbon 
which  held  her  small  parcel  together,  and  counted 
the  letters  of  which  it  consisted.  One,  two, 
three,  four,  five,  six,  seven.  I  could  see  her  red 
lips  move  as  she  counted  them  out  to  herself,  and 
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tlien  slowly  tied  them  up  again  with  one  angry 
and  determined  look  up  at  the  windows  of  this 
house  from  her  bold  black  eves.  She  did  not  see 
me,  but  it  was  evident  that  if  a  hundred  people 
had  been  staring  at  her  out  of  these  empty 
shutterless  windows  it  would  have  been  all  the 
same  to  her.  I  w^as  shocked,  horror-stricken. 
For  the  first  time  the  full  meaning  of  all  the 
ugly  rumours  I  had  heard  became  plain  to  me : 
my  master  had  been  this  woman's  lover  !  " 

Olivia  shivered  at  the  woman's  words,  which 
seemed  doubly  shocking  from  the  matter-of-fact, 
somewhat  hard  tone  in  w^hich  they  were  spoken. 

"  As  the  evening  went  on  I  grew  more  and 
more  restless  and  uneasy.  Certain  noises  I 
had  heard  from  time  to  time  in  the  night,  which 
I  had  put  down  to  the  rats,  came  back  to  my 
mind.  It  now  seemed  to  me  that  they  might 
have  been  due  to  another  cause.  They  had 
come  from  one  of  the  front  unused  rooms.  If 
thoughts  of  evil  now  came  into  my  mind,  how 
could  I  be  blamed  ?  My  master  was  away,  doing 
his  rounds  in  the  parish ;  he  had  told  me  he 
h2 
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should  not  be  back  till  late.  All  the  rest  of  the 
evening  I  watched  from  the  window,  but  I  did 
not  see  the  girl  return.  The  thought  came  into 
my  mind  to  go  out,  and  try  to  find  out  where 
she  had  gone :  whether  she  was  really,  as  the 
villagers'  hints  suggested,  waiting  for  some  one 
in  the  churchyard.  But  I  was  afraid  ;  I  had  no 
mind  to  interfere  in  other  people's  affairs ;  it  has 
always  been  my  custom  not  to  do  so.  For  a 
young  girl  like  you  I  am  ready  to  break  my  rule, 
but  not  for  such  as  Nellie  Mitchell." 

And  Mrs.  Warmington's  lips  closed  phari- 
saically. 

"  Nine  o'clock  came,  ten  o'clock,  half -past  ten; 
it  was  quite  dark.  Then,  as  I  walking  up  and 
down  with  an  attack  of  what  I  call  the  '  fidgets,' 
there  came  through  the  open  windows  a  scream 
so  shrill,  so  horrible,  that  I  staggered  into  the 
nearest  chair  as  if  a  blow  from  a  strong  man's 
arm  had  Hung  me  there.  '  Nellie  Mitchell ! 
Nellie  Mitchell ! '  I  felt  myself  saying  hoarsely. 
Then  I  think  I  fainted,  for  what  I  remember 
next  was  to  find  myself  hanging  over  the  chair 
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with  my  head  on  Mr.  Vernon's  writing-table.  I 
got  Tip,  at  first  scarcely  knowing  what  it  was  that 
had  startled  me.  I  was  in  utter  darkness  ;  in  my 
first  spasm  of  horror  I  had  thrown  down  the 
lamp.  As  I  groped  about  to  find  a  match,  my 
fingers  trembling  so  much  that  they  were  clumsy 
and  almost  powerless,  I  heard  a  footstep  outside 
the  door.     It  was  my  master,  Vernon  Brander ! 

''  I  stopped  in  my  search,  and  drew  back  in- 
stinctively, as  I  heard  him  fumbling  at  the 
handle  of  the  room  door.  It  seemed  such  a  long 
time  before  he  came  in  that  the  whole  of  this 
ugly  story — the  villagers'  gossip,  the  sight  I  had 
seen,  and  the  sound  I  had  heard  that  evening — 
all  seemed  to  pass  quite  slowly  through  my  mind 
as  I  stood  there  waiting  for  him  to  come  in.  At 
last  the  door  opened  slowly,  and  my  master  stood 
in  the  room  with  me.  I  heard  his  breath  coming 
in  guttural  gasps  ;  I  heard  the  table  creak  and 
the  objects  on  it  rattle  as  he  came  forward  and 
leaned  upon  it.  I  almost  shrieked,  middle-aged, 
matter-of-fact  woman  that  I  was,  when  he  sud- 
denly whispered  in  a  hoarse  voice — • 
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"  '  Who's  that  ?  ' 

"  I  summoned  self-command  enough  to 
answer,  pretty  steadily — 

'^ '  It's  I,  sir.' 

*'  He  got  up  from  the  table,  and  turned  to- 
wards the  door;  but  an  impulse  seized  me  to 
learn  what  I  could  then.  I  remembered,  with  a 
sort  of  inspiration,  where  the  matches  were,  found 
them,  and  struck  a  light.  I  was  just  in  time  to 
see  my  master's  hands  as  he  opened  the  door: 
they  were  stained  with  blood ! 

"  '  What  have  you  done  ?  You  have  killed 
her ! '  I  hissed  out  close  to  him. 

"  '  Before  Heaven  I  have  not ! '  he  answered 
huskily  ;  but  his  teeth  were  chattering,  and  his 
eyes  were  glassy  and  fixed. 

"  Then,  covering  his  face  with  his  hands 
with  a  groan,  he  turned  and  staggered  out  of 
the  room.  As  he  did  so  he  dropped  something, 
which  I  picked  up  and  examined  without 
scruple.  I  admit  that  this  was  high-handed, 
but  when  you  are  almost  a  witness  to  a  foul 
action,  you  make  new  laws  for  yourself  on  the 
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spur  of  tlie  moment.  By  this  time  I  had  quite 
recovered  myself.  I  lit  a  candle,  and  read  every 
word  of  the  letters  which  Xellie  Mitchell  had 
flourished  before  my  face  that  evening.  There 
were  no  names  used.  The  gentleman  had  in- 
sisted upon  caution,  as  the  girl  over  and  over 
again  complained.  For  these  letters  were  hers, 
and  as  each  successive  one  was  full  of  more  and 
more  bitter  reproaches  against  her  lover,  I  guessed 
that  it  was  the  return  of  her  letters  which  had  at 
last  goaded  the  girl  to  desperation.  Her  jealousy 
of  Mrs.  Brander  was  expressed  on  every  page,  and 
the  last  contained  a  threat  of  exposure.  It  was 
evident  that,  whatever  the  girl's  character  might 
have  been,  she  was  bitterly  in  earnest  over  this 
passion.  In  spite  of  myself,  the  burning  words, 
guilty  though  they  were,  filled  me  with  a  kind 
of  pity,  increased  by  the  awful  suspicion  which 
now  possessed  me.  I  felt  the  hot  tears  fall 
upon  the  papers  in  my  hands,  and  I  was  so 
absorbed  in  my  reading  that  I  did  not  hear  my 
master  come  into  the  room  a  Grain,  for  the  door 
had  been  left  open.     When  at  last  I  heard  his 
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tread  close  behind  me  I  started,  but  did  not  at- 
tempt to  hide  how  I  was  engaged.  He  did  not 
seem  startled  to  see  the  letters  in  my  hands,  but 
taking  them  from  me,  he  read  them  right 
through,  one  by  one,  and  then  placed  them  in 
his  desk.  His  face  was  as  white  as  that  of  a 
dead  man,  and  the  hands  he  had  just  washed 
were  livid  round  the  nails.  When  he  had  shut 
his  desk  he  turned  very  calmly  to  me  and  said — 

"  *  You  will  leave  me  to-morrow,  of  course  ; 
but  you  had  better  not  go  very  far,  as  there  will 
be  an  inquiry — an  inquest;  all  sorts  of  things 
— and  your  evidence  will  be  important — against 
me.' 

"  Those  last  two  words  decided  me.  My  life 
was  my  own.  This  man  was  my  own  kin.  I 
answered,  as  calmly  as  he  had  spoken  to  me — 

"  *  You  are  my  master,  sir,  and  of  my  own 
blood.  I  shall  stay  with  you  as  long  as  you 
please  to  keep  me.  If  your  conscience  is  bad, 
I  shall  be  an  everlasting  prick  to  it ;  if  it  is 
clear,  as  I  pray  Heaven,  you  will  have  at  least 
one  friend  when  you  most  want  one.'  " 
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Olivia  started  up  all  on  fire. 

"  That  was  good  of  you  ! — tliat  was  noble  of 
you  !  "  she  cried,  in  a  trembling  voice. 

"Not  at  all.  It  is  just  the  sort  of  thing  a 
woman  likes  to  do.  A  little  cheap  Quixotism — 
that  is  all,  and  I  secured  myself  a  home  for  life, 
you  see.  I  was  no  young  girl  that  I  should  be 
afraid  of  him.'' 

It  was  impossible  to  tell  whether  it  was  the 
cynicism  or  the  kindliness  which  predominated 
in  Mrs.  Warmington's  motives,  or  whether  they 
were  there  in  equal  proportions.  As  Olivia 
stared  wonderingly  into  the  withered  and  some- 
what inexpressive  face,  the  housekeeper  rose 
somewhat  abruptly  from  her  seat. 

"That  is  Mr.  Brander's  step!"  she  exclaimed 
as  she  turned  to  the  door.  "  If  you  stay  here, 
you  will  be  able  to  slip  out  presently  without  his 
seeing  you." 

With  these  words,  leaving  Olivia  no  time 
to  protest,  or  even  answer  her,  the  house- 
keeper left  the  room,  closing  the  door  behind 
her. 


CHAPTER   XY. 

A       CHEERLESS      HOME. 

Olivia's  first  thought,  as  the  door  closed  on 
Mrs.  Warmington,  was  to  follow  her  out  and 
make  a  dash  for  freedom.  But  as  she  started 
up  with  this  impulse,  a  slidiog  movement  on 
the  part  of  the  garments  she  wore  reminded  her 
that  she  was  not  in  walking  trim ;  and  a  glance 
at  the  gilt-framed  but  mildewy  glass  which 
adorned  the  housekeeper's  mantelpiece  showed 
her  such  a  comical  figure  that  the  instincts  of 
maidenly  coquetry  would  never  have  allowed  her 
to  risk  a  meeting  with  Yernon  Brander  in  that 
odd  disguise. 

Mrs.  Warmington's  figure  was  of  the  straight- 
up-and-down  sort — long  in  the  body  and  short 
in  the  limbs.  Being  a  lady  of  frugal  bent  and 
careful  habits,  she  wore  her  dresses  for  so  long 
a  time  that  they  acquired  enough  of  the  shape 
and  character  of  the  owner  to  impart  the  same 
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characteristics  to  any  subsequent  wearer.  There- 
fore, Olivia's  glance  in  the  mirror  showed  her  a 
woman  in  dark-brown  stuff  of  slipshod  fit,  with 
a  substantial  square  waist,  and  baggy  sleeves 
too  short  in  the  wrist.  After  one  despairing 
look  out  of  the  window  at  the  rain,  which  went 
on  falling  in  torrents,  she  sat  down  again  dis- 
consolately to  listen  and  wait  for  her  hostess's 
return. 

Mrs.  Warmington  had  not  met  her  master 
on  her  way  upstairs,  for  Olivia  had  heard  him 
go  into  the  front  room  before  the  housekeeper 
left  her  :  that  she  might  be  equally  lucky  on 
her  way  down  was  the  girl's  inward  prayer.  For 
there  were  ominous  sounds  in  the  house  sug- 
gesting that  Mr.  Brander  was  not  minded  to  sit 
down  quietly  to  the  writing  of  a  sermon  or  the 
reading  of  a  good  book,  as  one  had  a  clear  right 
to  expect  of  a  clergyman.  Poor  Olivaa,  sitting 
upright  as  a  ramrod,  with  a  scared  expression  of 
face,  heard  him  come  out  of  the  dining-room 
into  the  hall.  By  the  noise  he  made  at  the  hat 
and  coat  stand,  she  guessed  that  he  was  changing 
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his  wet  coat  for  a  dry  one.  That  business  over, 
he  ought  plainly  to  have  returned  to  his  room : 
so  it  seemed  to  Olivia.  But  instead  of  that,  he 
remained  fumbling  at  the  stand  until  the  listen- 
ing girl  remembered,  with  a  spasm  of  terror, 
that  she  had  left  there  to  dry,  by  the  house- 
keeper's directions,  her  little  hand-bag.  Perhaps 
Mr.  Brander  would  pass  it  over,  taking  it  for 
granted  that  the  flimsy  little  feminine  thing 
belonged  to  Mrs.  Warmington.  No  woman 
would  have  thought  so ;  but,  of  course,  men  are 
not  observant.  Her  worst  fear  was  that  he 
would  remain  there,  not  making  enough  noise 
to  put  the  housekeeper  on  her  guard,  until  that 
lady  should  come  sailing  down  the  stairs  laden 
with  a  hat  and  cloak  which  evidently  did  not 
belong  to  her.  The  girl  scarcely  dared  to  draw 
breath  in  her  intense  anxiety.  To  be  caught 
sneaking  into  a  gentleman's  house  in  his  absence, 
warming  yourself  at  his  fire,  and  even — as  she 
discovered  to  her  dismay  on  examining  her 
feet — making  free  with  his  slippers,  is  an  awk- 
ward  situation    at    any   time.     But    when  you 
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have  just  been  told  the  secret  of  his  life,  and 
when  your  whole  soul  is  warring  about  him, 
mercy  struggling  with  horror,  and  conviction 
with  doubt,  the  dilemma  becomes  well-nigh 
tragic. 

Presently  Olivia  heard  him  drop  some  object, 
and  the  little  crash  it  made  caused  her  to  shiver 
and  almost  to  cry  out.  Then  he  began  to  cross 
the  uncarpeted  hall  with  very  slow  steps.  Olivia 
strained  her  ears  and  held  her  breath.  He  was 
coming  towards  the  room  she  was  in.  Had  he 
guessed  the  presence  of  an  intruder,  or  was  he 
only  coming  with  the  prosaic  intention  of  order- 
ing something  to  eat  ?  The  girl  remembered 
with  remorse  how  he  had  been  cheated  out  of 
his  luncheon.  But  what  should  she  do  ?  Already 
she  heard  him  calling,  in  a  low  and,  as  she 
fancied,  tired  voice,  "  Mrs.  Warmington ! " 
There  w^as  no  time  to  escape  by  way  of  the 
kitchen — no  corner  of  the  room  where  she  could 
hide  herself.  As  she  stood  up  to  give  one  last 
hopeless  look  round,  she  again  caught  sight  of 
her  disguised  figure  in  the  glass.     Seized  by  a 
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happy  thought,  she  snatched  up  from  the  top  of 
one  of  the  side  cupboards,  that  filled  the  space 
between  the  fireplace  and  the  walls,  a  small 
woollen  shawl  of  rusty  black,  which  Mrs. 
Warmington  used  to  wrap  round  her  head 
when  she  indulged  in  an  afternoon  doze.  Olivia 
now  blessed  her  fervently  for  this  information. 
She  had  just  time  to  wrap  it  round  her  head, 
to  throw  herself  back  in  the  rocking-chair  with 
her  head  turned  away  from  the  door,  to  cross 
her  legs  as  Mrs.  Warmington  did,  to  fold  her 
arms,  and  hide  her  hands  in  the  folds  of  the 
baggy  sleeves,  when  the  door  opened  softly,  and 
Mr.  Brander  put  his  head  inside. 

"  Mrs.  Warmington  !  "  he  called,  very 
gently. 

No  answer,  of  course. 

"  Are  you  asleep  ?  "  more  gently  still. 

His  housekeeper's  afternoon  doze  was  a  very 
common  occurrence  apparently,  for  he  uttered  a 
little  petulant  sound,  and  disappeared  into  the 
kitchen.  In  the  dusk  of  a  wet  afternoon  the 
girl's   ruse   had   succeeded   perfectly.     But  the 
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obscurity  which  had  favoured  her  was  not  equally 
kind  to  him,  for  Olivia  heard  much  chinking  of 
china  and  clattering  of  plate  before  he  re-entered 
the  room.  Instead  of  going  through  to  his  own 
domain,  however,  he  stood  still  between  the  fire- 
place and  the  door,  and  Olivia,  not  daring  to 
look,  guessed  that  he  was  eating.  Trembling  as 
she  was  with  the  fear  of  discovery,  it  seemed  to 
her  a  long  time  before  she  heard  him  take  up 
the  poker  and  proceed  very  noiselessly  to  break 
the  red-hot  coals.  She  seized  the  opportunity 
to  turn  her  head  a  little,  and  to  steal  a 
frightened  glance  at  him  through  her  eyelashes. 
He  had  on  the  shabbiest  of  threadbare  and  ragged 
house  coats,  and  was  hungrily  eating  bread  and 
cheese  and  a  piece  of  dry  and  crumbling  cake. 
When  he  had  built  up  the  fire  to  please  him,  he 
dragged  an  old  church  hassock  from  under  the 
table,  and  seating  himself  on  it,  drew  as  near  to 
the  grate  as  possible,  and  went  on  with  his  im- 
provised meal. 

He  was   so    close  to  Olivia  that  she   could 
detect  the  coaly  smell  which  constant   contact 
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witli  his  mining  parishioners  had  imparted  to 
his  old  clothes ;  so  close  that  she  felt  that  he 
was  cold  as  well  as  hungry ;  so  close  that  his 
hair  brushed  Mrs.  Warmington's  brown  stuff 
gown  as  he  bent  forward,  with  his  elbows  on  his 
knees,  and  looked  into  the  fire. 

And  as  they  sat  thus,  in  the  darkening  twi- 
light, side  by  side,  he  unconscious  of  her  pre- 
sence, she  grew  less  afraid  that  he  should 
discover  it,  altogether  less  anxious  for  the 
safety  of  her  disguise.  Her  thoughts  turned 
instead  to  consideration  of  his  loneliness.  What 
a  cheerless  existence  was  implied  in  this  creeping 
up  to  the  side  of  a  rather  cold  and  cross  -grained 
old  woman  for  warmth  and  companionship  !  The 
close  contact  seemed  to  help  Olivia  to  feel  her 
way  into  the  mind  of  the  solitary  man.  She 
pictured  him  innocent,  labouring  under  a  charge 
which  for  some  ud accountable  reason  he  was 
unable  to  refute ;  she  pictured  him  guilty,  torn 
with  remorse,  and  working  out  aweary  expiation. 
In  the  latter  case,  she  began  to  feel,  even  more 
strongly  than  before  her  interview   with  Mrs. 
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Warmington,  that  her  horror  of  the  deed  was 
swallowed  up  in  compassion  for  the  doer.  When 
he  had  finished  his  very  frugal  dinner,  he  sat  so 
still  that  she  was  able  to  open  her  eyes  and  so 
gain  all  the,  information  concerning  the  state  of 
his  mind  which  a  careful  study  of  the  back  of 
his  head  could  impart.  He  was  dejected,  weary, 
unhappy ;  probably  smarting  still,  so  she  told 
herself,  from  the  pain  her  step-mother's  treat- 
ment had  caused  him.  Presently  he  rested  his 
head  on  his  left  hand,  and  so  came  nearer  still 
to  her.  She  could  feel  that  she  was  trembling 
from  the  force  of  an  aching  pity,  and  that  her 
hands  seemed  to  tingle  with  the  wish  to  lie  with 
consoling  touch  on  his  bent  head.  She  had 
forgotten  Mrs.  Warmington  and  the  dry  clothes 
— forgotten  to  wonder  how  she  was  going  to 
get  out  of  the  house  and  home  again  without 
discovering  herself  to  Mr.  Brander.  She  soon 
discovered,  however,  that  her  feelings  were  more 
acute  than  those  of  the  object  of  her  pity  ;  for 
his  head  tilted  slowly  further  and  further  in  her 
direction  until  at  last  it  rested  on  her  knee.    Mr. 
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Brander,  who,  after  a  fierce  battle  witli  certain 
very  unclerical  feelings,  had  tried  to  subdne  the 
mind  to  the  flesh  by  a  long  stretch  over  the 
hills,  and  succeeded  in  tiring  himself  out. 

He  was  fast  asleep. 

And  if  he  had  but  known  it,  he  might  have 
had  sweeter  dreams  that  he  was  used  to.  For 
the  resting-place  he  had  found  was  the  creature 
who  cared  most  about  him  in  the  world. 

Olivia  had  an  inkling  of  this,  and  it  made 
the  touch  of  her  hand  almost  motherly  as  she 
bent  down  and  held  it  very,  very  gently  just 
near  enough  to  feel  his  hair  against  her  fingers. 
Only  thirty-four  or  thereabouts,  and  his  hair  so 
grey !  She  could  dare  now,  as  he  slept,  to  bend 
right  down,  and  to  see  by  the  firelight  how 
thickly  the  white  threads  grew  among  the  dark 
behind  his  ears  and  near  the  temples.  So  curly 
his  hair  was,  she  noticed;  quite  soft,  too,  and 
silky,  like  a  child's  ;  quite  out  of  keeping  with 
the  worn,  lined  face,  that  looked  so  sad  and  so 
old  as  the  dancing  flames  threw  deep  shadows 
upon  it.     And  her  fingers  moved  involuntarily 
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through  the  wavy  mass,  as  she  thought,  as 
women  will,  that  there  had  been  a  time,  long 
ago,  when  he  lay  a  helpless  child,  depending  on 
the  kindness  of  a  woman.  And  she  tried  to 
fancy  what  that  poor  mother  would  have  felt  if 
she  had  known  what  evil  rumours  would  some 
day  darken  the  name  of  her  curly-haired  boy. 
Olivia  was  by  nature  more  impulsive  and  pas- 
sionate than  sentimental ;  therefore  these  un- 
accustomed feelings  and  fancies,  instead  of  find- 
ing vent  in  a  gentle  sigh,  made  her  breast  heave 
and  her  eyes  fill,  until  a  broken  whisper  slipped 
through  her  trembling  lips — 

"  Poor  mother — poor  son  !  " 

She  was  ashamed  of  her  foolishness  the  next 
moment,  and  raised  her  head  quickly  with  a 
start  and  a  hot,  tingling  blush,  anxious  to  jump 
up  and  run  away,  though  still  not  daring  to 
move.  She  took  out  her  pocket  handkerchief 
very  carefully,  dabbed  it  against  her  wet  eyes 
with  much  fierceness,  and  then  gave  another 
glance,  not  at  all  sentimental  this  time,  at  the 
face  against  her  knee.  Horror  and  confusion ! 
i  2 
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Was  he  asleep  at  all  ?  The  expression  of  his 
face  had  quite  changed,  and  there  was  a 
wretched  tear  —  her  tear! — on  his  forehead. 
What  should  she  do?  Eemove  that  tear,  cer- 
tainly. Tor  she  felt  that  it  would  leave  a  huge 
stain,  unmistakable  as  ink.  Yery  nervously 
she  attempted  to  dry  it  with  her  handkerchief ; 
but  the  moment  the  cambric  touched  his  face 
Mr.  Brander  raised  his  head  and  prevented 
her. 

"Don't !  "  he  said,  huskily.  "  Why  should 
you  ?  What  is  there  to  be  ashamed  of  in  your 
kindness  to  me  ?  Do  I  get  too  much  from  any- 
body?" 

Olivia  did  not  answer.  She  felt  as  if  a  new 
acquaintance  had  suddenly  been  sprung  upon 
her.  This  mood  was  so  different  from  any 
she  had  seen  Mr.  Brander  in  before.  The  half- 
cynical  self-reliance,  the  bright,  somewhat  bitter 
humour  had  disappeared,  and  given  place  to  a 
humility  so  touching,  so  gentle,  that  she  felt 
constrained  to  remain  where  she  was  rather  than 
risk   hurting   his   feelings    by  rising   abruptly. 
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But  she  could  not  answer  his  questions,  and  so 
she  sat  silently,  with  her  head  bent  down  and 
turned  a  little  away,  while  he  resumed  the  posi- 
tion he  had  first  taken,  with  his  arms  on  his 
knees,  looking  into  the  fire.  After  a  few 
moments,  during  which  the  girl  had  time  to 
wonder  that  she  felt,  under  these  rather  awkward 
circumstances,  so  much  at  her  ease,  she  broke 
the  silence,  in  a  low,  hesitating  voice. 

"  Mr.  Brander,"  she  began,  ''  I  should  like 
to  say  something  to  you  about — about  this 
morning — about  Mrs.  Denison." 

Her  painfully  apologetic  tone  made  him  turn 
his  head  at  once,  with  a  smile. 

"  You  may  say  something  to  me — in  fact 
anything — upon  any  other  subject  than  those 
two,"  he  answered,  in  his  usual  kindly  tone. 
"  Say  something  to  me  about  this  afternoon  and 
about  yourself.  Let  this  morning,  and  Mrs. 
Denison,  be  buried.  Mind,  I  say  this  in  no 
unchristian  spirit." 

"You  are  very  good,"  said  Olivia,  glancing 
at  him  timidly  and  gratefully. 
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"  Do  you  mean  that  ?  "  he  asked,  inquisi- 
tively. "  You  have  heard  a  good  deal  to  the 
contrary,  you  know." 

"  Well,  but  is  all  that  true  ?  "  she  burst  out, 
boldly.  *'  Now,  you  have  brought  that  question 
upon  yourself  before,  and  now  you  deliberately 
bring  it  upon  yourself  again.  Why  don't  you 
satisfy  me  by  a  straightforward  answer  ?  I  do 
deserve  it ;  for  I  always  take  your  part,  to  other 
people  and  to  myself  too." 

"  Do  you  ?  "  he  asked,  so  eagerly,  with  such 
a  flash  of  pleasure  over  his  face  that  Olivia  felt 
abashed  again.  Then  he  paused,  and  the  light 
had  gone  quite  out  of  his  face  before  he  went 
on  :  "  You  won't  be  satisfied  then  with  the  con- 
sciousness that  you  are  a  poor  beggar's  solitary 
champion  ?  " 

"  I  won't  be  satisfied  with  that  if  I  can  get 
you  to  tell  me  any  more,"  she  answered,  simply. 
*'  I  don't  pretend  that  I'm  not  anxious  to  know 
more ;  but  it  is  not  out  of  curiosity  to  learn 
other  people's  affairs,  but  because  there  really 
must  be  something  peculiarly  interesting  about 


A    CHEERLESS    HOME.  119 

a  secret  whicli  causes  your  own  relations  to  speak 
ill  of  you." 

Olivia  had  suddenly  made  up  her  mind  for  a 
bold  stroke.  It  cannot  be  denied  that  there  was 
a  little  malice  in  her  heart ;  but  it  was  a  small 
matter  compared  with  her  real  anxiety  to  put 
him  on  his  guard  against  one  whom  she  con- 
sidered a  treacherous  friend. 

*' My  relations  !'*  he  echoed,  with  a  look  of 
such  bewilderment  and  incredulity  that  she 
began  to  think  he  would  not  beheve  her. 

"  Isn't  a  sister-in-law  a  kind  of  relation  ?  " 
asked  Olivia,  rather  unsteadily,  after  a  pause. 

Mr.  Brander's  expression  changed  to  one  of 
pain  and  fear;  so  that  Olivia  watched  him  in 
terror,  not  daring  to  go  on.  He  looked  at  her 
without  answering,  and  then,  as  she  remained 
silent  and  fearful,  he  got  up  and  walked  to  the 
other  side  of  the  little  room,  where,  as  her  face 
was  turned  towards  the  fireplace,  she  could  not 
see  him ;  but  she  knew,  without  the  aid  of  her 
eyes,  that  he  was  much  agitated ;  and  when  he 
came  back  and,  standing  by  her  chair,  put  his 
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hand  gently  on  her  shoulder  and  spoke  to  her 
with  calmness  which  might  have  passed  for  un- 
concern, she  was  not  deceived  by  it. 

"  And  what  ill  does  my  sister-in-law  say  of 
me  ?  ''  he  asked. 

"  She  told  my  step -mother  an  old  story,  and 
said  you  were  not  a  proper  acquaintance  for — 
young  girls." 

*'  Oh,  she  said  that,  did  she  ?  "  returned  Mr. 
firander,  in  a  measured  voice.  Then  he  said, 
abruptly,  after  a  silence,  "  You  are  sure  of 
this?" 

"  Quite  sure.** 

Then  it  appeared  to  the  girl  that  he  stood 
beside  her  without  a  word  for  a  very  long  time. 
For  the  fire  seemed  to  die  down,  and  the  murky 
light  outside  to  fade  perceptibly,  before  he  even 
changed  his  attitude.  At  last  she  found  courage 
to  look  up  timidly  into  his  face,  and  saw  that 
his  eyes  were  staring  towards  the  window  with 
the  blind  look  of  a  seer  whose  vision  is  only 
keen  for  the  fancies  and  phantoms  in  his  own 
mind.     And  Mr.  Brander's  fancies  must   have 
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been  of  tlie  gloomiest  kind,  for  his  face  startled 
the  girl  into  uttering  a  little  exclamation,  which 
roused  him  from  his  abstraction,  and  woke  him 
to  the  fact  that  his  hand  had  been  lying  all  this 
time  on  her  shoulder. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  he  muttered,  as  he 
withdrew  it  as  hastily  as  if  it  had  been  red-hot 
iron. 

The  blood  rushed  .  to  Olivia's  face.  The 
touch  of  Mr.  Brander's  hand  had  not  offended 
her ;  the  knowledge  that  it  had  been  unconscious 
did.  And  a  most  acute  pang  shot  through  her 
heart  as  she  reaKsed  that  it  was  because  his 
mind  was  full  of  another  woman's  treatment  that 
he  was  oblivious  of  her.  She  was  jealous.  In 
such  an  impulsive,  energetic  girl  as  she  was, 
vivid  feeling  found  vent  in  hasty  action.  Eising 
from  her  chair,  and  quite  forgetting  that  her  odd 
costume  made  dignity  impossible,  she  said,  very 
coldly,  that  she  must  go  home  now ;  her  father 
would  be  anxious  about  her,  and  the  rain  was 
less  violent.  Even  as  she  spoke  the  wind 
dashed  a  clattering  shower  against  the  window  in 
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disproof  of  her  words.  She  did  not  notice  it  her- 
self ;  neither,  apparently,  did  her  host.  For  he 
opened  the  door  for  her  at  once  without  any 
semblance  of  a  wish  to  detain  her,  and  without 
seeming  to  remark  her  singular  apparel. 

Olivia  darted  out  of  the  room  and  up  the 
stairs  in  a  tempest  of  excited  feelings,  which 
found  vent  in  an  outburst  of  indignation  against 
Mrs.  Warmington  for  leaving  her  so  long  alone 
with  Mr.  Brander.  The  housekeeper  met  her  at 
the  top  of  the  stairs,  looking  herself  pale  and 
frightened. 

"  Why  didn't  you  come  down  ? "  asked 
Olivia,  impatiently. 

The  old  woman  glanced  nervously  down  into 
the  hall,  and  answered  in  a  soothing  tone  of 
apology— 

"  I  did  not  dare.  Miss  Denison.  I  did  not 
want  my  employer  to  find  me  talking  to  you. 
He  would  have  guessed  what  we  were  talking 
about.  We  get  so  sharp,  we  people  who  live 
much  alone,  and  he  would  never  have  forgiven 
me.     Ever  since  I  heard  him  go  into  the  room 
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where  you  were  I  have  been  walking  up  and 
down  the  landing  in  a  fever.  You  did  not 
tell  him  what  we  had  been  talking  about,  did 
you?" 

"No,"  answered  01i\da.  ''He  didn't  ask 
me." 

"  Thank  goodness  !  "  said  the  housekeeper 
with  such  a  depth  of  rehef  that  the  girl's 
curiosity  was  roused. 

"  Why  should  you  mind  so  much  ?  "  she 
asked.  "  He  seems  quite  used  to  having  his 
affairs  discussed,  and  takes  it  for  granted  that 
people  should  think  the  worst  of  him." 

This  thought  moved  her  as  she  spoke,  and 
caused  her  voice  to  tremble  sympathetically. 
The  housekeeper  examined  her  face  narrowly  as 
she  answered,  with  great  discretion — 

"  He  wouldn't  have  minded  about  any  one 
else,  Miss  Denison ;  but  it's  different  with  you." 

*'  Different — with  me  !  "  echoed  the  girl, 
very  softly. 

Without  more  words,  Mrs.  Warmington, 
after   once   more   listening   and  glancing  down 
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into  the  hall  to  assure  herself  that  they  were  not 
likely  to  be  disturbed,  crossed  the  landing  on 
tiptoe,  and  beckoned  Olivia  to  follow  her.  Then 
throwing  open  the  door  of  one  of  the  front  bed- 
rooms without  noise,  she  said — 

"  This  is  Mr.  Brander's  room.  Do  you  see 
by  his  bedside  a  set  of  hanging  shelves  on  the 
wall?" 

*'  Yes." 

"  And  a  box  in  the  middle  of  the  bottom 
shelf?" 

As  she  spoke  the  housekeeper  was  crossing 
the  room.  Taking  down  the  box,  she  returned 
to  the  door  with  it,  and,  raising  the  lid,  showed 
Olivia  the  tray  of  an  old-fashioned  workbox  with 
well-worn  fittings. 

"  It  was  his  mother's,  I  believe,"  she 
whispered.  Then,  as  the  girl  drew  back, 
shocked  at  having  been  inveigled  into  prying 
among  Mr.  Brander's  treasures,  she  went  on — 
"  Have  you  ever  seen  this  ?  "  And  lifting  out 
the  tray  of  the  workbox,  she  thrust  under 
Olivia's     reluctant     but     astonished     eyes    an 
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indiarubber  golosh,  which  Miss  Denison  instantly 
recognised  as  one  she  had  lost  on  her  way  back 
from  the  Vicarage  on  the  evening  of  her  arrival 
at  Eishton. 

With  a  little  cry  of  astonishment  and  annoy- 
ance, Olivia  put  out  a  hasty  hand  to  recover 
her  lost  property.  But  Mrs.  Warmington  pre- 
vented her,  shutting  the  box  hastily,  and  restor- 
ing it  to  its  place. 

"  I  can't  take,  or  allow  you  to  take,  anything 
out  of  my  employer's  boxes  in  his  absence,"  she 
said,  drily. 

"  But  it's  mine  ;  it's  of  no  use  to  him,  and  I 
want  it ! " 

"  You  will  have  to  do  wdthout  it,  unless  you 
care  to  go  and  fetch  it  yourself.  But  I  think, 
on  second  thoughts,  you  will  be  satisfied  that 
enough  honour  has  been  paid  to  your  old  shoe." 

Olivia  blushed,  and  moved  her  shoulders 
with  vexation. 

"  It  was  such  a  huge  thing !  "  she  exclaimed 
impatiently.  "  They  were  always  sizes  and 
sizes  too  big  for  me." 
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Mrs.  Warmington's  thin  lips  relaxed  into  a 
smile. 

"  Oh  !  '*  she  said  ;  "  perhaps  you  only  wish 
to  put  a  smaller  one  in  its  place." 

Olivia  felt  that  she  had,  as  her  brothers 
would  have  termed  it,  "  given  herself  away," 
and  she  was  glad  to  let  the  subject  drop. 
Following  her  conductress  into  her  bedroom, 
she  put  on  her  own,  now  dry,  clothes,  in  silence 
and  much  meekness,  thanked  her  in  a  subdued 
voice  for  her  hospitality,  and  begged,  as  a  final 
grace,  the  loan  of  an  umbrella. 

"  It  won't  be  necessary.  Mr.  Brander  will 
see  you  home." 

"  Oh,  no,  indeed,"  broke  out  Olivia,  hastily. 
"  I  want  to  slip  out  of  the  house  quietly  without 
his  seeing  me  again." 

**Do  you  really  want  that?"  asked  the  old 
woman,  with  a  searching  look  which  set  the 
younger  blushing.  "  Because,  if  so,  I  can  take 
you  down  this  way  by  the  back  staircase.  It  is 
never  used,  but " 

"  Then,    perhaps,    the    stairs    will    creak," 
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intermpted  Olivia,  and  without  more  delay 
she  made,  softly  indeed  but  deliberately,  for 
the  front  staircase. 

"I  can't  thank  you  enough  for  your  kindness," 
she  whispered,  when  they  both  stood  in  the  hall. 

Mrs.  Warmington  shook  her  head  with  a 
drily  amused  smile. 

"  I  had  a  motive,"  she  said.  "  I  am  too 
fond  of  my  own  comfort  to  put  myself  out  of 
the  way  without  one." 

"  A  motive  ?  "  echoed  Olivia. 

"  Yes.  I  wanted  to  know  you  better,  and  I 
wanted  you  to  know  Mr.  Brander  better.  Now 
nobody  can  deceive  you  about  him,  and  nobody 
can  deceive  me  about  you." 

"Why,  who  would  try?  "  asked  Olivia. 

"  Nobody,  perhaps.     Grood-bye." 

With  one  glance  towards  the  open  door  of 
the  front  room,  from  which  they  both  heard  the 
sounds  of  a  man's  tread,  the  housekeeper  shook 
her  guest's  hand,  and,  abruptly  leaving  her,  dis- 
appeared into  her  own  domain  at  the  back  of 
the  house. 
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Olivia,  who  w^as  highly  offended  at  this  dis- 
covery that  she  had  been  "  managed  "  and  made 
the  victim  of  a  little  trick,  walked  to  the  front 
door  with  her  head  held  high,  and  a  firm  inten- 
tion of  not  even  glancing  in  the  direction  of  the 
study.  But  a  sound  inside  the  room,  as  she 
passed  the  door,  broke  her  resolution,  and  she 
gave  a  swift  glance  that  way.  The  look  revealed 
Mr.  Brander  standing  beside  the  black,  empty 
fireplace.  That  was  all.  He  saw  her,  and  saw 
the  proud  turn  of  her  head  as  she  instantly 
averted  her  eyes.  Then  he  heard  the  latch  of 
the  front  door  as  her  hands  fumbled  with  it ;  he 
heard  the  door  open,  and  shut  again  inmiediately, 
very  softly.  The  next  moment  there  w^as  a 
hesitating  step  back  across  the  hall,  and  the 
young  girl's  face  was  looking  into  the  dingy 
room. 

"  Please  will  you  open  the  door  for  me,  Mr. 
Brander  ?  I — I  don't  quite  understand  the 
lock." 

He  came  at  once,  and  did  the  little  service 
without  a  word.     She  looked  out;    it  was   still 
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raining  persistently,  the  heavy  downpour  having 
been  succeeded  by  a  fine  drizzle. 

"  It  hasn't  left  off  yet/'  she  said,  timidly. 

"No." 

They  both  stood  still,  looking  out  into  the 
gathering  darkness. 

"  Shall  I  lend  you  an  umbrella  ?  " 

"  Oh,  if  you  would,  I  should  be  so  glad ;  I 
will  be  sure  to  bring — send  it  back." 

He  brought  an  umbrella  from  the  stand ;  and 
opened  it  thoughtfully. 

"  If  I  lend  you  this  one — it  is  the  best,  the 
lightest ;  the  one  I  use  when  there's  a  bishop 
about — I  shall  want  it  again  early  to-morrow 
morning — " 

"  I'll  be  sure  to—" 

"  Very  early,"  he  continued,  without  heeding 
her. 

"  Then  let  me  have  the  old  one." 

"  It's  full  of  holes.  Besides,  one  of  the  ribs 
is  broken." 

"  Oh,  never  mind.  I  can  quite  well  get  back 
without  one  at  all." 
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"  It  might  be  managed,"  suggested  Yernon, 
guiltily,  when  he  had  produced  and  examined 
carefully  the  second-best  umbrella,  which  proved 
to  be  only  a  little  better  than  its  reputation. 
''  If  I  were  to  walk  part  of  the  way  back  with 
you,  it  might  clear  up,  and  you  might  be  able 
to  get  home  without  one ;  and  I  could  bring  it 
back,  you  see." 

"But  I  don't  like  to  trouble — I'm  always 
imposing  " — murmured  Olivia. 

However,  the  half  permission  had  been 
enough  for  Mr.  Brander,  who  was  by  this  time 
slipping  into  his  rough  overcoat  with  the  alacrity 
of  the  British  workman  at  the  sound  of  the  first 
stroke  of  six. 

Worse  conditions  for  a  pleasant  walk  through 
the  fields  and  lanes  can  scarcely  be  imagined  than 
a  March  evening  after  a  pouring  w^et  day,  a  fine 
rain  falling,  the  ground  ankle-deep  in  mud,  and 
the  darkness  already  so  thick  that  an  occasional 
slip  into  a  puddle  was  unavoidable.  They  had  to 
walk  in  most  uneven,  jolting  fashion  to  find  a 
path  at  all  through  the  steepest  part  of  the  lane. 
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Sometimes  Olivia  had  to  take  Mr.  Brander's  arm 
to  keep  lier  footing  at  all,  and  once  he  had  to 
help  her  to  jump  over  a  miniature  torrent.  They 
scarcely  talked  at  aU,  but  a  warm  sense  of  human 
sympathy  and  mutual  help  grew  so  strong 
between  them  that  when  they  came  to  a  parti- 
cularly ugly  quagmire  their  eyes  would  meet 
w^ith  a  smile  and  a  nod,  and  they  would  go  on 
again  very  happily.  At  last,  when  they  got  to 
the  top  of  the  hiU,  and  both  instinctively  stopped 
for  breath  at  the  same  moment,  Olivia  looked 
up  and  said,  shyly  and  simply — 

"  Did  you  know  it  was  I — all  the  time?  " 

''  I  knew  it  was  you  when  I  felt — something 
on  my  face.  I  was  asleep,  and  it  woke 
me. 

"  I'm  so  sorry,"  murmured  she. 

''Don't  apologise.  You  may  cry  over  me 
just  as  much  as  you  like." 

She  laughed  a  little,  and  then  they  went  on 

again,  but  without  exchanging  any  more  looks, 

until  they  came  suddenly,  without  having  realised 

that  they  were  so  near,  to  the  bottom  of  the 

i2 
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Vicarage  hill.  He  glanced  up  it,  and  Olivia 
caught  the  expression  of  his  eyes. 

*'  You  are  not  going  there — to  the  Vicarage?  " 
she  burst  out,  impulsively. 

"  Yes,  I  am,"  he  answered,  with  a  dogged 
look  of  anger  and  scorn  on  his  face. 

The  girl,  drawing  a  long,  sobbing  breath, 
retreated  a  step  without  speaking. 

Vernon  stopped  and  looked  into  her  face 
almost  with  the  boldness  of  a  lover. 

"  Why  not  ? "  he  asked,  in  a  voice  little 
above  a  whisper. 

*'Why  not,  indeed,  Mr.  Brander?"  she  said, 
coldly,  but  without  succeeding  in  hiding  a 
break  in  her  voice :  "  if  the  friends  you  can't 
trust  are  of  more  value  than  those  you 
can." 

"It  is  not  a  question  of  that,  Miss 
Denison." 

*'  Isn't  it  ?  "  she  broke  in,  quickly.  "  I  think 
it  is.  You  will  go  in  all  cold  indignation,  and 
come  out  all  hot  remorse  and  repentance.  And 
you  will  never  see  that  lessons  in  patient  self- 
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sacrifice  are  all  the  good  you  will  ever  get  out  of 
the  Vicarage  !  " 

Vernon  started  violently,  and  fell  to  shivering. 

Shocked  at  the  strong  effect  of  her  bold 
words,  01i\da  remained  silently  and  humbly 
waiting  for  the  reproaches  she  expected. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

CONSOLATION  AT  THE  VICARAGE. 

Olivia  Denison's  outburst  against  the  Vicarage 
folk  and  their  treatment  o£  Vernon  Brander 
seemed  to  overwhelm  the  latter  with  consterna- 
tion. He  stood  before  the  impulsive  girl  as  if 
benumbed  by  her  vehemence ;  and  it  was  not 
until  her  restless  movements  and  bending  head 
showed  that  she  felt  uncomfortable  and  ashamed 
of  herself  that  he  tried  to  speak  and  to  reassure 
her.  For  it  was  evident  that  she  thought  her 
boldness  had  deeply  offended  him. 

"You  do  them  injustice,  Miss  Denison. 
Though  I  know  it's  only  through  your  kind 
feeling  for  me.  There  is  nothing  my  brother 
would  not  do  for  me  ;  he  always  takes  my  part 
most  valiantly." 

"  Ah,  your  brother,  perhaps.  But  Mrs.  Bran- 
der !     She  doesn't.     And  a  woman  can  do  you 
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inore  harm  by  raising  her  eyebrows  at  the  men- 
tion of  your  name  tban  a  man  could  by  preach- 
ing a  course  of  sermons  against  you." 

"But  why  should  she?  Miss  Denison,  I 
can't  believe  it." 

*'  Do  you  believe  what  I  tell  you,  that  Mrs. 
Brander  warned  my  step-mother  against  admit- 
ting you  into  her  house  ?  " 

''  I  must  believe  it,  since  you  say  it  is  true. 
But  I  am  sure  there  must  be  some  explana- 
tion  " 

"  Of  course  there  will  be  an  explanation ; 
and  one  that  will  satisfy  you  perfectly,  I  have 
no  doubt,"  interrupted  01i^4a,  impatiently. 
"  Mrs.  Brander  will  be  able  to  explain  every- 
thing, and  make  you  see  how  entirely  right  and 
natural  it  is  that  you  should  have  no  friends 
but  those  at  the  Vicarage." 

She  saw  by  the  change  in  his  face  that  she 
had  succeeded  in  sowingr  the  seed  of  what  she 
considered  a  wholesome  suspicion  in  his  mind ; 
and  rather  afraid  of  trusting  herself  to  further 
speech  on  a  matter  which  lay  nearer  her  heart 
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than  slie  cared  to  show,  she  held  out  her  hand 
abruptly,  saying — 

"  Good-night,  Mr.  Brander." 

She  knew  he  was  grateful  for  her  interest  in 
him;  she  knew  he  had  that  day  been  happy 
in  her  society.  But  she  was  quite  unprepared 
for  the  flash  of  passionate  feeling  which  sud- 
denly shone  out  of  his  dark,  thin  face  at  the 
touch  of  her  hand. 

"  Good-night,"  he  said ;  "  good-night.  I 
had  forgotten  what  such  a  thing  was — as  a 
friend —until,  until  you  came.  They  are  very 
good — my  sister-in-law,  and  even  my  old  house- 
keeper. But  they  are  cold ;  at  least,  they  are 
not  like  you.  There  is  something  in  the  very 
touch  of  your  hand,  in  the  kindness  of  your 
eyes,  that  warms  one  and  makes  one  feel — 
human  again.     God  bless  you.  Miss  Denison  !  " 

He  had  hurried  out  his  words  so  fast,  in 
such  a  low,  hoarse  voice,  that  Olivia  scarcely 
heard  more  than  half.  But  what  she  did  hear 
touched,  melted  her,  made  her  heart  open  with 
a  yearning  tenderness  she  had  never  felt  before. 
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even  for  her  beloved  father  in  his  troubles.  She 
let  Mr.  Brander  hold  her  hands  in  the  grip  of  a 
moment's  passionate  happiness,  and  only  sighed 
out  a  faint  protest  against  his  fervent  words. 
It  was  he  who  first  woke  from  the  entrancing 
pleasure  of  that  moment's  mutual  sympathy. 
Letting  the  girl's  hand  drop,  he  stepped  back  as 
abruptly  as  if  they  had  been  interrupted,  leaving 
her  confused  and  ashamed  at  her  involuntary 
show  of  feeling. 

Through  long  years  of  self-control  on  his 
side,  through  pride  on  hers,  they  both  recovered 
their  outward  composure  so  quickly  that  a  very 
keen  observer,  who  happened  to  pass  a  moment 
later,  could  detect  no  sign  of  unusual  emotion 
in  either  of  them.  This  passer-by  was  Ned 
Mitchell,  who  touched  his  hat  to  Miss  Denison 
with  a  significant  air  of  being  determined  to 
remark  nothing,  and  nodded  to  the  clergyman 
with  a  side-glance  of  no  great  favour.  As  she 
caught  sight  of  him,  Olivia  drew  a  deep  breath 
and  shivered,  as  if  some  forgotten  horror  had 
become    suddenly   vivid.      Instead    of   allowing 
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Mr.  Brander  to  take  a  formal  farewell  of  her,  as 
lie  was  about  to  do,  she  detained  him  by  a 
gesture  until  the  colonist  was  out  of  hearing, 
and  then  made  an  impulsive  step  nearer  to  him. 

"  I  had  forgotten — quite  forgotten,"  she 
panted  out.  "  That  man — do  you  know  who 
he  is?" 

"  No." 

"  Do  you  know  why  he  is  here?  " 

"  No-o.  But  I  have  sometimes  made  ugly 
guesses." 

"They  were  right;  they  were  true.  He  is 
the  brother  of  Nellie  Mitchell." 

She  communicated  this  intelligence  in  the 
lowest  of  whispers,  and  he  received  it  without  a 
perceptible  movement.  She  did  not  know  what 
to  do  next — whether  she  should  attempt  to  com- 
fort and  reassure  him,  or  whether  she  should 
quietly  slip  away  while  he  was  apparently  ab- 
sorbed in  his  own  thoughts  and  unconscious  of 
her  presence.     She  decided  on  a  middle  course. 

"  Good-bye,  Mr.  Brander,"  she  said,  in  a 
gentle  and  timid  voice.     He  started,  and  as  he 
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turned  towards  her,  she  noted  narrowly  the  ex- 
pression of  his  face.  Whether  the  waning  day- 
light had  now  grown  too  faint  for  her  to  see 
properly,  she  could  not  be  sure  ;  but  it  seemed 
to  her  that  there  was  more  relief  than  alarm  in 
his  eyes,  which  were  glowing  with  keen  excite- 
ment. 

"  When  did  you  find  this  out  ?  "  he  asked. 

''  This  afternoon,  on  my  way  to  St.  Cuth- 
bert's,"  she  answered,  promptly. 

"  On  your  way  to  St.  Cuthbert's !  "  he 
echoed,  very  softly.  Olivia  blushed  and  bit  her 
lip,  but  she  answered  readily  enough,  holding  up 
her  head  with  some  dignity 

"  You  had  been  insulted  by  my  people.  I 
came  to  apologise  for  them.  That  was  only 
natural,  as  you  were  my  friend." 

Mr.  Brander  smiled.  He  seemed  already  to 
have  quite  recovered  from  any  shock  her  alarm- 
ing information  might  have  been  supposed  to 
cause  him. 

"  That  was  generous  of  you — and  like  you," 
he  said.     "  But  it  was  very  unwise.     Do  you 
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want  to  set  all  the  old  women's  tongues  wag- 


p'lng  r 


to 


"  I  don't  care,"  murmured  Olivia,  defiantly, 
though  she  cast  down  her  eyes ;  "  besides,  I 
didn't  stop  to  think." 

'*  But  you  ought  to  stop  to  think.  You 
haven't  always  some  one  at  your  elbow  to  do  it 
for  you,  as  I  verily  believe  a  woman  ought  to 
have." 

"  But  I  was  in  the  right,"  said  Olivia. 

"I  don't  know  about  that.  However,  we 
will  leave  that  unsettled.  How  came  this  man 
to  speak  to  you  ?  " 

"He  saw  that  I  wanted  to  get  into  the 
churchyard,  and  so  did  he." 

"  And  he  told  you  he  was  Nellie  Mitchell's 
brother  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  answered  Olivia,  who  felt  the  hot 
blood  burning  in  her  face  as  he  mentioned  the 
dead  girl's  name. 

Both  were  silent  for  some  moments,  during 
which  Mr.  Brander  regarded  the  girl  intently, 
trying  to  fathom  her  thoughts. 
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"  And  you  thought  it  would  interest  me  to 
know  this  ?  ''  he  asked  very  gently. 

"  I — I  was  afraid  so,"  she  burst  out,  and 
impulsively  hid  her  face  for  a  moment  in  her 
hands. 

She  heard  his  breath  come  fast ;  she  seemed 
to  feel  that  his  hands  were  near  her,  hovering 
over  her,  almost  touching  her ;  and  she  re- 
mained motionless.  But  when  she  looked  up 
he  was  some  paces  away,  busily  employed  dig- 
ging holes  in  the  ground  with  the  point  of  his 
umbrella.     As  she  looked  up,  their  eyes  met. 

"  Yes.  You  are  right.  It  does  interest  me," 
he  said,  gravely.  Olivia's  face  fell.  At  sight  of 
this  change  in  her  expression,  Mr.  Brander's 
composure  suddenly  gave  way  again — broke  up 
altogether.  He  showed  himself  suddenly  in  an 
entirely  new  light,  swayed  by  excitement  so 
tempestuous  that  the  girl  realised  for  the  first 
time  the  depths  of  passion  which  still  remained 
in  this  man  under  the  burnt- out  crust.  In  a 
moment  she  recognised  the  fact  that  he  was 
capable  of  impulses  and  of  acts  which  she  could 
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neither  measure  nor  understand.  For  good  or 
for  evil,  his  was  a  nature  deeper  and  stronger 
than  hers.  This  knowledge,  so  suddenly  borne 
in  upon  her,  gave  her  a  new  interest  in,  and 
respect  for,  him,  even  while  it  made  her  reluc- 
tantly admit  that  the  possibility  of  his  having 
committed  a  great  crime  was  far  clearer  to  her 
than  before.  All  this  flashed  into  her  mind  in  a 
second  of  time,  as  his  agitated  face  turned  to- 
wards her  just  before  the  feelings  which  surged 
within  him  broke  on  his  lips  in  hoarse,  in- 
coherent speech. 

"  I  must  tell  you— Oh,  God  !  Why  should 
I  not  tell  you  1  Who  in  the  whole  world  deserves 
to  hear  the  truth  as  you  do  ?     Listen  !  " 

No  need  to  tell  the  girl  that.  Her  heart 
was  in  her  eyes.  She  held  her  very  breath  in 
the  intensity  of  a  rush  of  feelings  which  made 
her  wet  and  cold  from  head  to  foot  as  she  stood, 
unable  to  utter  a  word,  waiting  for  the  fatal  ex- 
planation. He  had  come  a  step  nearer  to  her, 
the  first  words  of  his  confession  were  on  his  lips, 
when  a  bright,  high  woman's  voice  broke  upon 
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their  ears.  The  sound  acted  on  Vernon  Brander 
Hke  a  stroke  of  paralysis.  His  right  hand,  raised 
in  eager  gesture,  fell  to  his  side  ;  into  his  excited 
face  came  suddenly  the  vacant  stare  of  idiotcy. 
As  for  Olivia,  the  tension  on  her  feminine  nerves 
had  been  too  great. 

She  drew  a  long  sigh,  and  burst  into  tears. 
Then,  before  he  could  recover  himself  sufficiently 
to  offer  one  word  of  comfort  or  apology,  she 
muttered  a  hasty  "  good-night,"  and  hurried 
through  the  farmyard  gate  towards  her 
home. 

Vernon  could  only  watch  her  retreating 
figure  a  little  way,  as  an  angle  of  the  big  barn 
that  stood  opposite  the  farmhouse  soon  hid  her 
from  sight.  Then  he  went  on  with  slow,  dogged 
footsteps  to  meet  his  sister-in-law ;  for  it  was 
her  voice  that  had  disturbed  his  tete-a-tete  with 
Miss  Denison.  The  suspicions  of  the  latter  had 
already  borne  some  fruit  in  his  mind;  for  he 
asked  himself  whether  Mrs.  Brander  had  not 
come  out  on  purpose  to  interrupt  them.  What 
other    motive    could    bring  that   comfort-loving 
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lady  out  into  the  damp  and  cold  of  a  wet  April 
evening  ?  He  dismissed  tlie  idea  from  his  mind 
almost  as  soon  as  it  entered ;  nevertheless,  it  was 
a  just  one, 

Mrs.  Brander  had  called  on  Mrs.  Denison 
that  afternoon,  and  had  learnt,  through  the  in- 
discretion of  the  latter's  husband,  enough  of  the 
morning's  proceedings  to  fill  her  with  anxiety 
and  annoyance.  The  vicar  managed  to  restrain 
her  first  impulse,  which  was  to  go  straight  to 
St.  Cuthbert's  to  see  Vernon. 

*'  You  will  be  putting  yourself  in  the  wrong 
if  you  do  that,  my  dear,"  said  Meredith,  quietly. 
"If  he  thinks  he  has  any  cause  of  complaint 
against  you,  he  is  not  the  man  to  nurse  it  up 
silently.  He  is  sure  to  come  straight  here  on 
the  first  opportunity  to  '  have  it  out '  with  you. 
And  then  I  have  no  doubt  of  your  powers  of 
making  the  rough  places  smooth  again." 

Evelyn  Brander  submitted  to  her  husband's 
judgment,  with  a  doubt  which  he  made  light  of. 
A  few  months  ago  she  could  have  made  her 
brother-in-law  take  her  owm  view  of  any  matter: 
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now  there  was  an  unpleasant  possibility  tliat  he 
might  take  somebody  else's. 

As  the  afternoon  wore  on,  therefore,  and 
Vernon  did  not  appear,  she  went  the  length  of 
watching  for  him  at  one  of  the  drawing-room 
windows  which  commanded  the  best  view  of  the 
road ;  and  when  the  tenant  of  the  adjoining 
cottage  returned  home,  she  threw  up  the  sash, 
and  asked  him  if,  in  the  course  of  the  rambles 
round  the  parish  which  he  was  known  to  be  in 
the  habit  of  taking,  he  had  that  day  met  the 
vicar  of  St.  Cuthbert's.  The  colonist,  being  an 
observant  man,  noted  the  lady's  anxiety,  and  the 
unusual  courtesy  tow^ards  himseK  to  which  it 
gave  rise. 

"Your  brother-in-law,  madam,"  said  he 
bluntly,  "  is  standing  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill. 
He  has  been  standing  there  some  time,  I  believe." 
Then  the  idea  of  a  little  experiment  crossing  his 
mind,  Ned  Mitchell  made  a  pause  to  give  the 
more  effect  to  his  next  words.  "  He  is  with 
Miss  Denison,  of  the  farm  down  yonder." 

Mrs.  Brander's  handsome  eyes  flashed ;  with 
h 
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wliat  feeling,  wlietlier  jealousy,  or  anger,  or  dis- 
quietude, he  could  not  be  sure.  She  bestowed 
upon  him  a  little  polite  smile  of  thanks  for  his 
information,  and  said  it  was  an  unpleasant 
evening.  But  it  was  evident  that  her  interest 
in  him  was  gone ;  and  as  he  had  nothing  more 
at  present  to  obtain  from  or  to  impart  to  her,  the 
colonist  gave  the  off-hand  touch  to  his  hat  which 
was  the  most  respectful  form  of  salutation  he 
ever  bestowed,  and  retreated  into  his  cottage. 
Mrs.  Brander  shut  down  the  window  with  one 
vigorous  pull,  and  in  two  minutes  was  sallying 
down  the  hill  through  the  mud  and  the  drizzle, 
her  handsome  dinner  dress  held  at  a  height  more 
convenient  than  graceful,  her  kid  shoes  encased 
in  stout  goloshes,  an  old  macintosh  of  her 
husband's  buttoned  round  her  with  the  sleeves 
left  swinging,  and  a  huge  carriage  umbrella  held 
over  her  head.  She  was  a  practical  woman,  and 
if  one  liked  to  wear  handsome  clothes,  there  was 
no  reason  why  one  should  spoil  them  for  the 
sake  of  a  more  picturesque  appearance  for  ten 
minutes  on  a  wet  evening.     As  she  passed  the 
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end  of  her  neighbour's  garden,  that  gentleman, 
who  was  on  the  watch  underneath  his  porch, 
addressed  to  her  an  admiring  word. 

"  Well  done,  ma'am  !  "  cried  he.  "As  long 
as  you  parsons'  ladies  do  your  husbands'  district 
visiting  in  such  weather  as  this  you'll  stave  off 
disestablishment,  I  reckon." 

"  Oh  yes,"  she  called  out  in  answer,  being  in 
one  of  those  anxious  moods  in  which  the  proudest 
woman  is  afraid  of  giving  offence  to  a  fellow 
mortal ;  "  you  don't  know  yet  what  weak  woman 
is  capable  of." 

These  were  the  words  she  was  uttering  when 
the  faint  sound  of  her  voice  startled  Yemon  and 
Olivia  as  they  stood  together  at  the  foot  of  the 
hill. 

When  Miss  Denison  left  him,  Yemon  had 
only  a  few  steps  to  take  before  he  met  his  sister- 
in-law,  who  greeted  him  ^vith  the  calmly  affec- 
tionate manner  of  a  relation  with  whom  one  is 
on  perfectly  good  terms.  She  gave  her  umbrella 
to  him  to  hold,  and  passed  the  disengaged  hand 
lightly  through  his  arm.  Instead  of  proceeding 
k  2 
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up  the  hill  with  her,  however,  he  stood  still, 
remaining  as  stiff  as  a  wooden  soldier. 

"  Aren't  you  coming  up  to  the  house  ?  "  she 
asked,  with  innocent  peremptoriness. 

"  No,  thank  you,"  said  he,  coolly,  but  with  a 
coolness  utterly  different  from  hers,  as  it  arose 
from  the  chilling  of  a  warm  nature,  not  from  the 
innate  frigidity  of  a  cold  one. 

"  Oh,  but  you  must !  I  was  peeping  out  of 
the  drawing-room  window  when  the  bear  next 
door  came  back  to  his  den  and  told  me  you 
were  out  here,  talking  to  Miss  Denison.  So 
I  rushed  out,  hoping  to  catch  you  both,  and 
drag  you  in  to  dinner ;  the  pretty  farmer's 
daughter  to  amuse  Meredith,  and  you  to  en- 
tertain me.'* 

With  the  audacious  coquetry  of  a  cold 
woman,  she  pressed  his  arm  with  her  hand,  and, 
bending  forward,  looked  into  his  face  with  her 
great  gazelle-like  eyes,  which,  by  a  turn  of  her 
head,  she  could  make  divinely  alluring  while 
ordering  the  details  of  a  custard  pudding.  But 
Yernon  was  not  now  to  be  allured.     He  with- 
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drew  liis  arm  boldly,  under  the  pretence  that  it 
required  two  hands  to  hold  the  heavy  umbrella. 

"  Miss  Denison  has  gone  home,"  said  he. 
"  And  I'm  going  home  :  thank  you." 

"  "What,  without  an  umbrella  ?  Come  as 
far  as  the  house  and  I'll  give  you  one.  It's 
sure  to  rain  again  before  you  can  get 
back." 

''  Miss  Denison  has  got  mine.  I  can  go  to 
the  farm  to  fetch  it." 

''Well,  perhaps  you  won't  mind  seeing  me 
as  far  as  the  door  first.  I  can't  hold  that  great 
thing  and  keep  my  dress  up  too.  I  won't 
insist  on  your  coming  in :  that  will  do  some 
other  time.  I  had  something  to  say — to  ask 
you  about  my  Katie ;  but  never  mind.  I  see 
you  are  thinking  of  something  else." 

"  Katie  !  "  exclaimed  Vernon.  ''  What  about 
Katie  ?  " 

"  Oh,  she  doesn't  seem  very  well  to-day,  and 
I  thought  perhaps " 

"  You  thought  what  ?  Is  there  anything  I 
can  do  ?  " 
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"  There  might  have  been.  But  I  can't  ask 
favours  of  you  in  such  a  mood  as  you  are  in 
to-night.  We  are  losing  you  day  by  day.  You 
will  soon  have  no  place  in  your  heart  even  for 
Katie." 

"  I  think  you  misjudge  me,  Evelyn.  A  child 
may  forget  her  friends  when  they  are  absent. 
But  at  least  she  does  not  speak  ill  of 
them." 

Mrs.  Brander  stopped  short  in  the  mud,  and 
looked  at  him  with  proud  indignation. 

"  Of  course  I  see  you  are  insinuating  that  I 
have  done  so.  Your  new  friends  have  been 
turning  you  against  the  old  !  " 

"  No.  It  seems,  though  I  can  scarcely  be- 
lieve it,  that  my  old  friends  have  been  turning 
my  new  ones  against  me.  Now,  Evelyn,  you 
are  honest,  aren't  you  ?  Did  you,  or  did  you 
not,  warn  Mrs.  Denison  against  me,  as  not  being 
a  proper  friend  for  a  young  girl  ?  " 

Now,  Yernon  Brander  only  did  his  sister-in- 
law  justice  when  he  called  her  honest.  Her 
blunt  frankness,  which  made  little  account   of 
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other  people's  feelings,  had  often  been  counted 
against  her  as  a  fault.  Moreover,  it  was  one 
result  of  her  husband's  profession  that,  though 
not  by  nature  over-scrupulous,  lying  should  now 
seem  a  great  sin  to  her.  But  the  issues  at  stake 
seemed  to  her  so  great  that  it  cost  her  only  a 
moment's  hesitation  to  reply — 

"I  did  not.  I  told  her  I  understood  you 
did  not  think  of  marrying.     Was  I  wrong?  " 

"No,"  answered  Yernon,  in  a  low  voice. 

Evelyn's  great  eyes  were  meeting  his  with 
the  simple,  direct  stare  habitual  to  her,  which 
seemed  to  preclude  the  idea  that  she  could  lie. 
A  weaker,  a  more  sensitive,  or  a  more  modest 
nature  would  have  shrunk  from  the  gaze  of  his 
burning,  pleading  eyes.  But  her  character  was 
not  built  on  complex  lines ;  she  felt  that  she 
was  doing  the  best  possible  thing  under  the 
circumstances  for  herself  and  for  everybody  else, 
and  so,  her  conscience  being,  as  usual,  free,  there 
was  no  need  for  any  airs  of  disquietude  or  re- 
morse. And  so  the  guileless  man  was  caught  at 
the  first  throw  of  the  line,  and  was  carried  off 
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to  the  house  safe  and  subdued,  while  she  in- 
formed him  that  Katie  was  not  well,  and  that  if 
he  and  his  old  housekeeper  were  willing  to  take 
charge  of  the  little  girl  at  St.  Cuthbert's  for 
a  fortnight,  she  thought  the  change  would  do 
her  good. 

The  vicar's  wife  had  not  overrated  the  effect 
of  this  proposal.  To  have  his  darling  niece  in 
his  own  care  for  two  whole  weeks  was  a  bribe 
which  would  have  tempted  him  to  condone  any 
wrong.  By  the  light  which  came  into  his  face 
as  he  quietly  said  he  should  be  glad  to  have  the 
child,  Mrs.  Brander  knew  that  her  trump  card 
had  been  very  well  played,  and  that  she  had 
an  influence  ready  to  her  hand  which  might  be 
reckoned  upon  to  counteract  the  dangerous  one 
of  Olivia  Denison's  youth  and  beauty. 

The  tenant  of  the  cottage  watched  the  pair 
curiously  as  they  passed  his  garden  on  the  way 
up  to  the  Yicarage.  Nothing  in  the  demeanour 
of  either  escaped  his  penetrating  eyes.  Absorbed 
as  he  was  in  one  object,  every  smallest  incident 
which    occurred     in    his    neighbourhood    was 
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regarded  by  him  as  having  a  possible  bearing 
upon  it. 

"  I  wonder,"  he  said  to  himself,  as  they 
turned  the  corner  into  the  private  road  at  the 
top  of  the  hill,  "  what  is  the  reason  of  the 
interest  that  parson's  wife  takes  in  her  husband's 
brother  ?  Pretty  strong  it  must  be  to  bring  my 
lady  out  into  the  puddles  in  those  finicking 
togs  of  hers  !  Love,  passion,  anything  of  that 
sort  ?  She  ain't  built  that  way ;  and  if  she  had 
liked  him  best,  she  would  either  have  married 
him  or  she'd  have  given  'em  something  to  talk 
about  by  this  time.  I  should  like  to  think 
there  was  a  woman  in  the  secret — my  secret ; 
it  would  make  my  work  seventy-five  per  cent, 
easier." 

In  the  meantime,  Mrs.  Brander  and  Yemon 
had  reached  the  house  and  had  been  met  at  the 
door  by  the  vicar,  who  seemed  placidly  amused 
by  the  triumph  and  satisfaction  h^  saw  on  his 
wife's  face,  and  by  the  subdued  and  even  hang- 
dog expression  on  that  of  his  brother. 

Dinner  was  waiting ;  and  the  vicar,  who  was 
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as  mucli  disturbed  by  such  an  occurrence  as  be 
ever  was  about  anything,  hastened  to  lead  the 
way  to  the  dining-room,  gently  murmuring  dis- 
approval of  his  wife's  conduct  in  leaving  the 
house  at  such  a  critical  moment.  The  meal 
passed  uncomfortably ;  for  the  unexplained  un- 
easiness under  which  Vernon  was  evidently 
labouring  could  not  fail  to  affect,  in  some  degree, 
even  his  rather  stolid  brother.  When  they  all 
adjourned  to  the  drawing-room,  the  constraint 
of  his  manner  became  so  apparent  that  Meredith, 
used  to  an  atmosphere  of  calm  respect  for  him- 
self and  content  with  things  in  general,  laid  his 
hand  on  his  brother's  shoulder  and  asked  him, 
with  benevolent  peremptoriness,  if  there  was 
anything  the  matter. 

Yernon,  who  was  standing  by  a  table,  turn- 
ing over  the  leaves  of  a  magazine  with  unmis- 
takable lack  of  interest,  started  violently,  and 
caused  his  sister-in-law  to  look  up  from  the 
needlework  with  which  her  handsome,  indus- 
trious fingers  were  nearly  always  employed.  Her 
quick  eyes   discovered  at   a   glance   that   there 
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was  some  more  serious  reason  for  his  melancholy 
than  she  had  supposed.  She  rose,  and  with  a 
thrill  of  vague  anxiety  laid  aside  her  work,  and 
crossed  the  room  towards  the  two  brothers. 
Vernon's  eyes  met  hers,  and  the  expression  she 
saw  in  them  caused  her  to  stop  abruptly. 

"  Well,  what  is  it  ?  Do  speak  out,  Vernon. 
We  are  not  fools.  We  are  ready  to  hear  any- 
thing," she  said,  in  impatient  tones. 

Her  brother-in-law  cleared  his  throat,  look- 
ing from  the  one  to  the  other  with  a  strange 
yearning  in  his  eyes. 

"  I  will  speak  :  I  will  tell  you,"  he  said, 
huskily.  "  I  have  learnt  to  -  day  something 
which  may  cause  you  some  alarm — for  me,"  he 
added,  hastily,  as  husband  and  wife  looked 
anxiously  each  at  the  other.  "  I  don't  know 
whether  you  have  ever  troubled  yourselves 
about  the  man  who  has  come  to  live  next  door, 
or  made  any  inquiries  about  him." 

"  Well,  who  is  he  ?  What  is  his  name  ?  " 
asked  Evelyn,  while  her  husband  remained 
silently  watching  his  brother. 
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"  He  is  Ned  Mitcliell,  the  brother  of " 

He  stopped.  There  was  dead  silence  in 
the  room.  Not  one  of  the  three  seemed  to 
dare  to  meet  the  eyes  of  another.  Evelyn  was 
the  first  to  speak.  Her  voice  was  low  and 
husky,  quite  unlike  her  usual  bright,  imperious 
tones. 

"  You  are  sure  ?  ''  she  said. 

''  Quite  sure." 

Another  silence. 

Then  the  vicar  spoke.  His  voice  was  not 
affected  by  the  alarming  announcement,  except 
that  it  was,  perhaps,  unusually  gentle  and  kind. 
He  laid  a  sympathetic  hand  on  the  shoulder  of 
his  brother,  who  still  remained,  with  head  bowed 
down,  unable  to  meet  their  eyes. 

"  And,  of  course,  you  think  he  is  here  about 
that  unfortunate  business  of  ten  years  ago  ?  " 

Evelyn  shuddered,  and  glanced  first  at  her 
husband  and  then  at  the  broken-down  man  on 
the  other  side  of  her.  Her  lips  moved,  implor- 
ing Meredith  to  be  kind,  to  be  careful.  Yernon 
raised  his  head,  looking  still  at  the  carpet. 
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"  I  suppose  so/'  he  answered,  in  a  husky 
voice.  "Not  that  we  need  trouble  ourselves. 
What  can  he  really  do?  Nothing.  I — I  am 
as  safe  as  ever." 

The  vicar  withdrew  his  hand. 

"  I  hope  so,  indeed,"  he  said,  solemnly  ;  "  for 
all  our  sakes." 

Yernon  rose,  and  his  eyes  met  those  of  his 
brother  for  the  first  time.  He  tried  to  speak, 
but  only  a  dry,  choking  sound  came  from  his 
parched  mouth.  He  seized  the  hand  his  brother 
held  out  to  him,  and  wrung  it  till  the  clasp  of 
his  thin,  nervous  fingers  left  Hvid  marks  on  the 
soft  pink  flesh. 

"  God  bless  you,"  murmured  the  vicar,  in  his 
warmest  tones  of  encouragement  and  sympathy. 

Again  Vernon  tried  to  speak;  again  he  failed. 
With  a  hasty  side  glance  at  his  sister-in-law, 
full  of  a  plaintive,  dumb  sort  of  gratitude  and 
entreaty,  he  crossed  the  room  rapidly,  with 
almost  a  staggering  gait,  opened  the  door  with 
clammy  fingers,  and  hurried  out. 

Husband  and  wife,  thus  left  face  to  face,  said 
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not  a  word,  but  each  gave  a  strange  look  of 
searching  inquiry  into  the  face  of  the  other. 

*'  Poor  fellow  !  "  said  the  vicar,  gently. 

Mrs.  Brander  did  not  answer.  With  a 
woman's  keener  sympathy,  she  was  listening  to 
her  brother-in-law's  footsteps  in  the  hall  outside. 
All  there  was  of  warmth  in  her  somewhat  cool 
nature  was  brought  to  the  surface  to-night.  As 
she  heard  the  hall  door  open,  she  uttered  a  little 
cry,  and,  leaving  the  room  quickly,  came  up  with 
Vernon  before  he  had  got  out  of  the  house,  and 
put  a  warm,  loving  hand  upon  his  arm. 

"  Oh,  Yernon,  Yernon !  I  wanted  to  say 
God  bless  you  too !  "  she  whispered,  with 
tenderness  most  unwonted  in  the  self-contained 
woman. 

Yernon  looked  in  her  face  with  astonishment. 
There  were  tears  in  her  great  brown  eyes  :  tears 
which,  if  he  had  seen  them  a  few  months  ago, 
would  have  set  his  blood  and  his  brain  on  fire. 
Now  the  sight  of  them  filled  him  with  astonish- 
ment and  gratitude,  but  left  him  calm. 

"  You  are  too  kind,  dear,"  he  said,  pressing 
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her  hand  affectionately  in  his.  "  You  must  not 
trouble  your  head  so  much  about  me.  Indeed 
there  is  no  need.     Grood-night,  good-night." 

He  stooped  and  kissed  her  hand  very  gently, 
very  reverently,  and  left  her,  hurrying  down  the 
lane  without  a  look  behind. 

Evelyn  Brander  stared  out  into  the  darkness 
for  some  minutes  after  he  had  disappeared  from 
her  sight.  For  the  first  time,  perhaps,  in  all  her 
life  she  felt  a  vague  sense  that  there  might  be 
something  in  existence  more  serious,  more  in- 
teresting than  what  we  should  eat,  and  what  we 
should  drink,  and  wherewithal  we  should  be 
clothed. 

''  If  I  had  only  known,"  she  murmured  to 
herself:  "  if  I  had  only  been  able  to  know  !  " 

Then  she  looked  curiously  at  the  hand 
Vernon  had  kissed,  seeming  surprised  to  find  no 
change  in  its  appearance.  The  next  moment, 
raising  her  head  to  its  usual  proud  angle,  wath  a 
little  laugh  at  her  own  folly,  she  shut  herself 
into  the  house. 


CHAPTEE  XYIL 

NELLIE  Mitchell's  prophecy. 

When  once  tlie  secret  concerning  the  identity 
of  the  stranger  at  the  cottage  had  been  let  out, 
it  spread  mysteriously  throughout  the  length  of 
the  straggling  village  with  astonishing  rapidity. 
Ned  Mitchell  had  come  back ;  and,  remembering 
the  character  for  pig-headed  obstinacy  he  had 
borne  at  home  when  he  was  a  boy,  it  was 
safe  to  prophesy  that  there  would  shortly  be  a 
"  shindy  "  somewhere.  Two  or  three  old  people 
now  declared  that  they  had  recognised  him  from 
the  first,  though  they  had  been  too  discreet  to 
make  known  the  fact ;  and  towards  the  close  of 
the  day  following  that  on  which  he  had  revealed 
himself  to  Miss  Denison,  it  became  plain  to  him, 
from  the  whispers  of  young  girls  and  the  curt- 
sies of  old  women,  that  he  was  the  hero  of  the 
hour. 

In   the   evening   he   had   the   honour   of   a 
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call  from  the  chief  of  the  village  busybodies, 
a  superannuated  postman,  who  clung  to  his  old 
trade  of  news  carrier  to  the  community.  As 
Ned  Mitchell  lived  by  himseK,  and  locked  up 
his  house  when  he  was  out,  the  visitor  had  to 
sit  on  a  broken  horse-trough  which  stood  on  the 
green  under  the  trees  opposite  to  the  cottage 
until  the  colonist  returned  from  one  of  his  long 
daily  rambles. 

"  Good-eveniag,  squire,"  said  the  old  post- 
man, rising  with  fussy  respect,  and  hobbling 
quickly  to  the  gate  lest  his  unwilling  host 
should  shut  him  out  before  he  could  reach  it. 

Mitchell  glanced  towards  him,  and  jerked  at 
him  an  indifferent  nod.  The  old  man  was  not 
to  be  rebuffed.  He  had  that  quality  of  dogged 
and  patient  energy  which  we  can  most  of  us 
show:  in  other  people's  business. 

"  Pardon,  squire,"  he  said,  with  a  beggar's 
humility.  "  Don't  be  affronted  with  me  for 
wishing  to  be  one  o'  t'  first  to  pay  my  respects 
to  ye." 

"  Eespects !  "     echoed      Mitchell,      shortly 
I 
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thrusting  his  hands  into  his  pockets  with  an 
instinctive  perception  that  these  contained  his 
most  respect- worthy  attribute. 

"  Ay,  squire.  I'm  proud  to  be  one  o'  t'  first 
to  welcome  ye  back  to  yer  owd  home.'* 

"  Old  home !  What,  do  you  call  this 
wretched  little  heap  of  mouldy  bricks  and 
worm-eaten  boards  a  home  for  me  ?  "  asked 
the  colonist,  contemptuously. 

"  Noa,  squire  ;  leastways  it  didn't  ought  to 
be.  But  as  them  as  have  no  right  to  't  have 
got  t'  Hall  Farm  instead  o'  them  that  was  born 
and  bred  there,  it's  summat  to  welcome  ye  back 
to  t'  village  that's  proud  to  have  you  belonging 
to  it." 

*' Proud!  Why  proud?"  asked  Mitchell, 
bluntly.  *'  If  the  village  has  got  to  be  proud  of 
me,  I  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  it,  I  should  think. 
And  who  can  have  a  greater  right  to  the  farm 
than  the  man  who's  paying  the  rent  of  it  ?  " 

The  old  postman  wras  not  abashed.  Each 
snub  administered  to  him  did  but  increase,  in 
his  eyes,  the   importance  of  the  administrator. 
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He  felt,  too,  that  the  opportunity  he  gave  the 
colonist  of  sharpening  his  wit  upon  him  was 
inclining  that  gentleman  to  look  upon  him  with 
favour. 

*'  Very  true,  squire.  You  that  travel  get  a 
different  way  o'  looking  at  things  from  what  us 
stay-at-home  folk  do.  All  t'  same,  squire,  I 
hope  as  I  may  be  allowed  to  give  you  a  bit  of  a 
hint  that  may,  or  it  may  not " — and  the  old 
man  nodded  with  mystery  and  importance — "  be 
of  use  to  you  on  your  business  here." 

"  My  business  here  !  And  what's  that  ?  " 
asked  Mitchell,  abruptly. 

"  Well,  they  do  say  as  how  it  were  on 
account  of  summat  as  happened  ten  years  ago 
that  were  never  cleared  up." 

"Oh?" 

"  And  if  so  be  as  that's  true,  which  I  doan't 
say — neither  do  I  say  otherwise,  as  it  aren't 
true,  why  then  what  I  say  is,"  went  on  the  old 
man,  whose  style  grew  more  involved  the  nearer 
he  came  to  the  point,  "  that  Martha  Lownles, 
as  were  her  foster-sister,  and  them  two  always 
/  2 
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as  thick  as  thieves,  which  that  is  a  party  as 
knows  more'n  she  tells." 

Ned  Mitchell,  who  had  been  taking  nuts 
from  his  pocket,  opening  them  with  a  penknife, 
and  devouring  them  ravenously,  shut  up  his 
knife  and  laid  his  hand  on  his  garden  gate 
without  the  smallest  sign  of  interest  in  the 
information  he  had  received. 

*'  Is  that  all  ?  "  he  asked,  feeling  his  pockets 
to  make  sure  that  not  one  nut  still  lurked  in  the 
corners. 

"  Well "  began  the  gossip,  rather  discon- 
certed, but  ready  to  make  the  best  of  a  bad 
business. 

"  Ah,  it  is  all,  I  see,"  interrupted  Mitchell. 

And  with  a  nod  of  stolid  indifference,  he 
turned  and  strolled  up  the  cottage  path. 

But  Ned  Mitchell,  though  he  had  no  notion 
of  being  grateful  for  the  old  man's  information, 
was  not  long  in  making  use  of  it.  No  sooner 
had  the  April  evening  closed  in  than  he,  having 
already  found  out  Martha  Lowndes'  dwelling, 
knocked  at  the  door  of  a  small,  tumble-down 
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cottage,  where  he  was  admitted  at  once  hy  a 
woman  who  looked  about  fifty,  and  whose  face 
was  careworn  and  deeply  furrowed. 

"  Martha  Lowndes  ?  "  said  Ned. 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  woman,  looking  at  him 
curiously. 

"  I  thought  you  were  younger." 

"  I'm  thirty-five,"  said  the  woman,  shortly. 
"  You're  Ned  Mitchell,  I  suppose.  I'd  forgotten 
you;  but  they  told  me  you  were  about;  so  I 
suppose  it's  you." 

"  Eight  you  are." 

**  Come  in,  then." 

He  at  once  accepted  the  not  very  gracious 
invitation,  and  sat  down  on  one  of  the  wooden 
chairs,  which  she  dusted  for  him. 

"  And  so  you're  come  at  last.  You  didn't 
hurry  yourself." 

"  Xo,  I  didn't  hurry  myself,  but  I  meant  to 
come." 

"  Well,  I  thought  it  was  odd  if  you 
didn't,  and  her  your  favourite  as  she  always 
was." 
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"  Yes,  that's  true.  But  that  was  in  the  old 
days  when  I  was  sentimental.  If  it  had  hap- 
pened when  I  first  went  away,  with  nothing 
but  the  shirt  on  my  back  and  my  mother's 
Bible,  I  should  have  worked  my  passage  home 
by  the  next  boat,  and  run  amuck  among  these 
fine  gentlemen  till  I  got  the  right  one  by  the 
throat.  But  when  it  did  happen  I'd  got  slieep 
farms  of  my  own,  and  a  wife  and  family,  and 
was  making  my  pile ;  so  I  let  justice  wait  till 
my  liver  wanted  a  change.  But  it  '11  be  justice 
none  the  less  for  that." 

The  woman  stood  with  her  arms  akimbo, 
regarding  him  solemnly.  Indeed,  all  capacity 
for  gaiety  or  even  cheerfulness  seemed  to  be 
dead  in  her. 

"  Well,"  she  said,  presently,  "  and  what  do 
you  want  with  me  ?  " 

"  You  can  tell  me  something,  or  else  I've 
been  made  a  fool  of." 

"  Yes,  that's  right  enough.  I  can  tell  you 
something.  It's  been  on  my  mind  this  ten 
year,  and  it's  what  has  made  an  old  woman  of 
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me  before  my  time.  You  remember  me,  '  flirt- 
ting  Mattie  '  they  called  me  tben,  and  I  don't 
say  but  what  I  was  as  good  as  my  name.  There 
were  a  pair  of  us,  they  said;  and  we  were 
together  a  good  deal.  '  Birds  of  a  feather,'  you 
know.  But  Nell  was  always  closer  than  me  ; 
if  I  fancied  anybody,  all  the  world  might  know. 
But  she,  she'd  carry  on  with  half-a-dozen,  and 
you  might  never  know  which  was  the  one  she'd 
a  liking  for,  or  if  it  was  in  her  to  care  for 
anybody.  It  wasn't  for  a  long  time  I  myself 
guessed  there  was  something  up — not  till  she 
grew  mopish  and  fidgety  like,  and  set  me  won- 
dering. For  awhile  she'd  own  to  nothing,  and 
it  wasn't  till  one  day  I  took  her  unawares  like 
that  I  found  out  how  serious  it  was  with  her." 

"  Serious !  " 

"Yes.  As  serious  as  it  could  be.  I  taxed 
her  with  it  quite  sudden  one  day  as  she  was 
sitting  there  on  that  same  chair  like  as  it  might 
be  you.  And  she  turned  quite  white  and  con- 
fessed, and  said  as  how  it  wasn't  that  as 
troubled  her  most,  but  that  he'd  got  tired  of  her, 
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and  wanted  to  get  shut  of  her,  and  was  crazy 
at  the  thought  of  the  exposure  and  disgrace. 
'Why,  it's  you  that's  got  the  worst  of  that  to 
bear ;  not  him ! '  cried  I.  And  all  on  a  sudden 
she  gets  quite  quiet,  and  as  it  might  be  bites  her 
lips  together,  so  as  no  words  she  didn't  want  to 
use  mightn't  force  themselves  through.  'Why 
don't  you  speak  to  your  brother  ?  '  said  I ;  *  he'd 
get  the  fellow  to  do  the  right  thing  by  you.' 
But  she  only  shook  her  head,  and  got  up,  and 
began  to  walk  about,  and  just  said  in  a  low  voice 
that  I  didn't  understand.  And  I  began  to  guess 
that  it  was  a  gentleman." 

''  You  taxed  her  with  that  ?  " 

"  Yes.  She  took  it  all  in  the  same  sullen 
way,  and  would  name  no  names.  But  she  said 
he  loved  another  woman,  and  she'd  have  forgiven 
him  anything  but  that." 

"  But  you  should  have  got  her  to  say  who  he 
was,  woman !  " 

"  Do  you  think,  if  wild  horses  could  have 
dragged  it  from  her,  I  shouldn't  have  known  ?  I 
tell  you  I  never  knew  before  what  was  in  the 
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girl :  how  obstinate  she  could  be,  nor  what 
strong  feelings  she  had.  It  was  something  quite 
different  to  what  I'd  ever  felt,  and  I  wasn't  the 
same  with  her  as  I'd  been  before.  When  she 
passed  through  this  door  that  evening,  it  seemed 
as  if  a  fierce,  revengeful  woman  had  gone  out 
where  just  a  giddy  girl  Kke  myself  had  come  in." 

Ned  Mitchell  was  not  moved  by  this  recital 
to  any  show  of  deep  emotion,  but  the  woman 
could  see  that  he  was  touched,  and  she  went  on 
in  a  voice  less  studiously  cold — 

"  I  didn't  see  her  again  for  some  days — not 
for  near  a  fortnight,  I  think.  But  when  I  did, 
it  didn't  need  her  words  to  point  out  the  change 
in  her.  I  didn't  dare  ask  her  many  questions 
that  time,  but  I'd  got  some  inkling  by  then  as 
to  who  those  might  be  that  was  bringing  her  to 
this  pass.  I  thought  I'd  try  to  get  at  the  truth 
in  a  roundabout  way  if  I  could  ;  so  I  began,  '  I 
didn't  see  you  at  church  on  Sunday  evening, 
Nell.'  Her  face  grew  sullen  at  once.  You  see, 
sir,  I'd  heard  of  a  certain  clergyman  that  was 
often  at  the  Hall  Farm  of  an  evening." 
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*'  You  mean  Yernon  Brander,  I  suppose  ?  " 

''  Yes.  And  liovv  Nell  had  been  seen  late  o' 
nights  down  by  St.  Cuthbert's." 

"  Well,  now,  I  thmk  his  coming  openly  to 
the  farm  is  more  in  his  favour  than  not." 

"  Unless  it  was  a  blind." 

"Well?" 

"  Well,  I  dursn't  say  more  then,  but  presently, 
as  she  sat  at  tea  with  me,  I  caught  her  eating 
some  greengages  that  was  on  the  table  in  an 
oddly  ravenous  way,  stones  and  all.  'What  ever 
are  you  doing,  Nell  ?  '  says  I.  *  You'll  be  ill  for 
sure  if  you  swallow  those  stones  like  that.'  And 
she  looks  at  me  with  an  odd  smile.  '  I'm 
practising,'  says  she.  '  I  may  have  to  swallow 
worse  than  that  some  day.'  I  stared  at  her, 
thinking  perhaps  her  trouble  had  touched  her 
head,  poor  thing !  And  then  I  got  quite  cold, 
fancying  perhaps  she  had  it  in  her  mind  to  make 
away  with  herself.  And  I  says,  '  Nell,  if  ever 
you  feel  tempted  to  do  a  mischief  to  yourself, 
think  of  them  that  cares  for  you  truly — of  poor 
Ned,  away  across  the  seas  ! ' — ^yes,  I  said  that, 


NELLIE  Mitchell's  prophecy.  171 

Ned — 'and  of  me,  that's  always  cared  for  you 
like  as  if  you'd  been  one  of  my  own ! '     Then 
up  she  started  from  her  chair,  and  began  to  roam 
about  the  room  again,  restless  like,  just  as  she'd 
done  the  last  time.     '  Don't  be  afraid,  lass,'  says 
she  to  me,  in  a  voice  she  meant  to  be  rough. 
'  I'm  not  going  to  do  anything  foolish — not  more 
foolish  than  I've  done  already,  that  is.     While 
there's  life  there's  hope,  they  say,  though  perhaps 
there's  not  much  of  either  left  for  me  ! '     '  What 
do  you  mean,  Nell  ? '  says  I,  frightened.     She 
didn't  answer  me  for  a  minute ;  then  suddenly 
she  turned,  with  her  great  black  eyes  flashing, 
and  said,  'If  I'm  found  dead,  Mattie,  you'll  know 
I  didn't  put  an  end  to  myself.     And  I  tell  you 
I'll  let  others  know  it  too,  if  my  body  lies  buried 
fifty  years  first.'     Oh,  Ned,  I  shall  never  forget 
her  face.     It  was  white  like  death,  and  the  lips 
all  drawn  back  from  her  teeth.     'Twas  as  if  all 
life  and  the  wish  to  live  were  burning  out  of  her. 
'  Why,  Nell,  this  man,  whoever  he  is,  he  surely 
never  threatened  to  kill  you  ! '     '  Not  in  words, 
no,'  says  she,  with  her  eyes  fixed  in  front  of  her. 
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'  But  tliere  was  murder  in  his  eyes  the  last  time 
I  saw  him.  If  he's  past  caring  for  me,  he  may 
kill  me  ;  I  don't  care.  But  he  shan't  live  happy 
with  the  love  of  that  other  woman  ;  I  swear  it. 
I've  been  true  to  him.  I've  done  for  him  what 
there's  hardly  a  girl  in  England  would  have 
done ;  I've  held  my  tongue  when  just  to  speak 
would  have  ruined  him.  But  I'll  not  die,  and 
be  put  out  of  the  way,  and  let  him  go  un- 
punished 1 '  I  was  that  frightened,  Ned,  I  could 
scarcely  speak.  I  told  her  not  to  have  such 
dreadful  thoughts,  and  I  reminded  her  again 
of  you,  and  how  fond  you  were  of  her.  *  Yes,' 
says  she,  with  a  queer  smile  that  made  me  feel 
cold ;  *  Ned  would  see  me  righted  if  any  one 
tried  to  wrong  me.  And  whether  I'm  alive  or 
dead  he  will.' " 

Ned  Mitchell  did  not  move.  His  face  was 
set  like  a  rock,  and,  beyond  the  fact  that  he  was 
deeply  attentive  to  every  detail,  it  was  impossible 
to  guess  what  effect  the  story  had  upon  him. 
He  nodded  to  the  woman  to  go  on. 

"  '  Alive  or  dead,  Nell ! '  says  I,  when  I  could 
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speak  for  trembling.  '  What  makes  jou  harp 
so  on  death,  if  you  mean  rightly  by  yourself  and 
them  that  love  you  ?  As  for  the  rascal  that's 
brought  you  to  this,  if  you  won't  make  a  clean 
breast  of  it  to  your  brother  Sam,  you'd  best  keep 
out  of  the  creature's  way,  seeing  you  think  so  ill 
of  him  as  to  believe  him  ready  to  do  you  a  mis- 
chief. It's  no  good  of  courting  harm.  You've 
no  need  to  give  Tvay.  If  Sam  was  to  turn  against 
you  when  it  all  comes  out,  you  could  go  aw^ay  to 
Ned;  he'd  receive  you  fast  enough,  whatever 
you'd  done,  I'll  warrant.  Keep  a  heart  in  you, 
my  girl.'  But  she  took  no  notice,  and  went  on 
eating  the  greengages,  stones  and  all,  in  just  the 
same  way,  till  I  tried  to  take  the  dish  away. 
Then  she  threw  back  her  head  with  a  hard 
laugh,  and,  says  she,  '  Look  here,  Mattie,  you 
may  as  well  leave  those  things  here.  I'm  not 
cracked ;  I've  a  reason  for  what  I'm  doing.  I 
shall  go  and  meet  him  again ;  I  tell  you  I'm 
that  mad  about  him  I  can't  keep  away  when  he 
teUs  me  to  come.  But  if  he  tries  any  tricks 
with  me,  I've  made  up  my  mind  that  I'll  find  a 
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chance  to  swallow  something  of  his,  if  it's  bnt  a 
shirt  stud  or  a  button,  so  as  my  body,  when  it's 
found,  shall  bear  witness  against  him  just  as  well 
as  my  tongue  could  if  I  was  alive.  Now  you 
remember  that,  Mattie,  if  things  come  to  the 
worst.' 

"  And  with  that  she  was  off  and  out  of  the 
house.  But  I  ran  after  her,  and  caught  up  with 
her,  and,  '  Nell,'  says  I,  *  when  are  you  going  to 
see  this  man  ? '  For  I  had  it  in  my  mind  to 
stop  her.  And  she  gave  me  a  queer  look  out  of 
the  comers  of  her  eyes.  '  I'm  going  to  meet 
him  to-morrow  night,'  says  she.  And  she 
snatched  away  her  arm  and  ran  off.  That  was 
the  last  I  saw  of  her,  alive  or  dead." 

There  was  a  short  pause. 

*'  Then  you  might  have  saved  her,"  said  Ned 
Mitchell,  at  last,  in  a  rasping  voice. 

"  Don't  say  that,  Ned,"  pleaded  the  woman 
in  low  tones.  "  Many  and  many's  the  time 
I've  said  that  to  myself,  and  reproached  mj^self. 
But,  remember,  she  said,  '  To-morrow  night ' — " 

**  Well,  you  might  have  known  that  was  only 
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a  blind,  with  her  heart  set  on  the  fellow  like 
that.  I  should  have  known.  However,  it's  no 
use  wasting  words  over  it  now.  You  thought 
you  would  see  about  it  next  day,  and  when  next 
day  came  it  was  all  over  with  the  girl." 

"  You've  no  right  to  be  so  hard,  Ned ;  you 
that  were  content  to  let  the  man  who  murdered 
your  sister  lie  peacefully  in  his  bed  these  ten 
years ! " 

"  That's  different.  If  I'd  come  over  next 
day  I  couldn't  have  brought  her  back  to  life 
again,"  said  he,  in  a  dogged  tone.  But  the 
man's  conscience  was  uneasy,  and  this  made  him 
the  more  harsh  towards  Martha.  "  Why  didn't 
you  tell  this  yarn  you've  been  pitching  me  to 
somebody  that  would  have  seen  into  things  ?  " 

"  I  did  tell  it  to  Sam.  But  you  know  Sam, 
how  timid  he  was,  and  slow  at  things.  And 
his  wife  never  could  abide  Nell,  and  nothing 
would  ever  persuade  her  the  girl  hadn't  gone 
off  with  somebody ;  and,  indeed,  many  people 
believe  that  now,  and  say  Nell  Mitchell  was 
always  a  light  sort,  and  it  was  just  what  they'd 
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expected,  for  her  to  make  a  bolt  of  it  with 
somebody.     But  I  know  better." 

"  How  about  the  parsons  ?  How  did  they 
take  it?" 

"  Well,  I  can  tell  you  the  rights  of  a  little 
story  that's  not  generally  known.  Next  morn- 
ing, before  anybody  knew  Nell  had  disap- 
peared, Parson  Vernon  was  at  Matherham  Rail- 
way Station  in  time  for  the  first  train  to 
London.  His  brother  Meredith,  who'd  been 
called  out  of  his  bed  in  the  small  hours  to 
see  a  dying  man,  came  up  with  him  while  he 
was  standing  on  the  platform.  My  cousin 
Dick — you  remember  Dick,  the  miller's  son — 
saw  the  meeting ;  and  he  says  he  never  saw 
such  a  contrast  between  brothers  as  those  two 
made ;  the  one  coming  up  all  fresh  and  smiling, 
and  surprised ;  the  other  pale  and  ghastly,  with 
bloodshot  eyes,  and  a  wild,  hunted  look  in  his 
face  already.  *  Why,  Vernie,'  says  the  vicar, 
*  what  are  you  doing  here  at  this  time  in  the 
morning  ? '  Dick  says  the  other  looked  as 
scared  as  if  the  hangman's  rope  was  about  his 
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neck.  He  stammered  and  said  something  about 
a  morning  paper ;  for  Dick  had  edged  near 
enough  to  hear.  But  then  the  railway  ticket 
fell  from  his  fingers  on  to  the  ground,  and  Mr. 
Meredith  picked  it  up  sharp  as  a  needle. 
Dick  saw  by  the  colour  it  was  a  third-class 
ticket  to  London  Then  the  brothers  looked  at 
each  other,  and  Mr.  Yernon  saw  it  wouldn't  do. 
The  other  took  his  arm  and  led  him  from  the 
station,  and  T  suppose  Yernon  made  a  clean 
breast  of  it,  and  told  him  how  bad  it  would  look 
for  him  to  run  away.  And  sure  enough,  when 
the  inquiry  was  made,  the  best  point  in  Yernon's 
favour  was  that  he  had  done  nothing  to  escape 
it.  Dick  kept  his  own  counsel,  except  to  me 
that  he  could  trust ;  and  the  few  people  that 
was  about  just  then  had  no  wish  to  come 
forward.  For  though  Mr.  Yernon  was  looked 
upon  as  a  bit  wild  for  a  parson,  he  was  popular 
too  in  a  way,  and  then  if  not  for  him  they'd 
have  held  their  tongues  for  the  vicar's  sake. 
So  there  was  just  a  fuss  and  a  scandal  and  an 
inquiry,  and  Mr.  Yernon  was  had  up  on 
m 
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suspicion,  because  someone  had  heard  cries  of 
'  Murder ! '  near  St.  Cuthbert's  that  night. 
And  then  it  all  died  away,  and  everything 
was  the  same  as  before  except  Mr.  Vernon  and 
me :  the  shock  made  me  what  you  see  ;  and 
as  for  Mr.  Vernon,  he's  been  a  changed  man, 
and  he's  that  loved  now  that  if  you  was  to 
have  him  up  again,  on  something  stronger 'than 
suspicion,  it's  my  belief  the  miners  would  lynch 
you." 

"  I  shall  take  my  chance  of  that,"  said  Ned 
Mitchell,  stolidly,  as  he  rose  to  go.  '*  So  this 
precious  vicar  that  everybody  thinks  so  much 
of  does  all  he  can  to  shield  his  brother  ?  " 

"  You  can  hardly  blame  him  for  that. 
You'd  do  the  same  yourself." 

"  Blest  if  I  should !  Let  those  suffer  that 
do  wrong,  say  1.  My  sister  did  wrong ;  but 
she  had  her  punishment,  else  I'd  not  have  lifted 
a  finger  for  her.  As  for  these  sermon  vampers, 
it  would  be  small  harm  if  they  both  swung 
together,  I  expect.  I've  not  much  respect  for 
parsons  out  of  their  proper  place,  the  pulpit." 
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Bat  Martha  looked  scandalised  at  this 
speech,  and  seemed  to  regret  her  frankness. 

"  You'll  not  go  insulting  the  \dcar,  I  hope, 
Ned,"  she  said,  uneasily.  *' '  By  their  works 
ye  shall  know  them,'  the  Scripture  says,  and 
if  so,  you've  got  nothing  against  the  vicar  but 
a  weakness  for  his  own  flesh  and  blood." 

"  Well,  what  are  his  *  works  '  ?  What  does 
he  do  ?  Does  he  live  in  a  poor-house,  to  have 
more  to  spare  for  folks  poorer  than  himself  r 
Does  he  deny  himself  a  wife  and  children,  that 
he  may  be  a  better  father  to  his  flock  ?  Or,  if 
he  despises  temporal  things  for  his  parishioners, 
if  not  for  himself,  does  he  trudge  it  on  foot, 
all  weathers,  to  give  spiritual  consolation  to 
people  too  ill  to  come  for  it  ?  " 

"  No-o ;  that's  Mr.  Vernon  that  does  all 
that.  But  Mr.  Meredith  is — just  what  a  vicar 
ought  to  be." 

"  A  pretty  figure  for  a  pulpit !  I  see.  Oh, 
I'll  let  him  alone.  Nothing  I  shall  say  shall 
take  a  single  one  of  the  well-to-do  creases  out  of 
his  fat  face.     I've  other  fish  to  fry  than  to  go 

r/i2 
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hurting  the  feelings  of  your  pretty  vicar :  neA^er 
fear.     Good-evening/' 

He  did  not  wait  for  his  curt  salutation  to  be 
returned ;  but  slightly  touching  the  hat  it  had 
not  occurred  to  him  to  take  off,  he  opened  the 
door,  and  walked  out  with  his  usual  ponderous, 
deliberate  step.  But  after  going  a  few  paces 
he  stopped  short,  and  returning  to  the  cottage, 
thrust  open  the  door,  and  addressed  Martha 
again — 

"  You  say  some  one  heard  the  cry  of  '  Mur- 
der ! '  on  the  night  my  sister  disappeared. 
Who  was  it?" 

'*  A  lass  that  was  coming  back  from  Sheffield 
with  her  young  man — Jane  Askew.  They're 
married  now,  and  she's  Mrs.  Tims.  They  both 
heard  it." 

"  And  they  saw  nothing,  and  looked  for 
nothing  ?  " 

"  They  couldn't  agree  as  to  where  the  sound 
came  from ;  and  perhaps  neither  of  them's  over 
brave,  and  near  a  churchyard  at  night  too.  But 
going  along  they  met  somebody  that  knew  more 
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tlian  them,  they  think ;  for  he  was  limping 
along  at  a  great  rate  with  a  scared  look  on 
his  face,  and  he  came  straight  from  the  church- 
yard." 

"  Hey,  and  who  was  that  ?  "  asked  Mitchell, 
with  strong  interest. 

"  A  tramp  called  Abel  Squires." 
"  Perhaps  he  was  mixed  up  in  it  ?  " 
"  Oh,  no,  I  hardly  think  that.     She  was  a 
strapping  lass,  and  he's  a  poor  crippled  fellow 
with  only  one  leg.     Besides,  what  should  he  do 
it  for  ?  " 

"  Anyhow,  where  is  he  to  be  found  ?  " 
"Ah,  that's  just  what  nobody  knows.  He 
used  to  be  seen  about  here  often  enough,  but 
since  that  night  he's  only  been  caught  sight  of 
once  or  twice,  and  then  always  in  company  with 
the  same  person." 

"  And  that  person  is — " 
"  Mr.  Vernon  Brander  I  " 
"  Thanks.     That  'U  do  for  me,  I  think." 
And  with  that  he  left  her  as   abruptly  as 
before,  and  this  time  walked  straight  back  to  his 
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own  dwelling  without  a  pause,  or  so  mucli  as  a 
glance  to  right  or  left  of  him. 

For  some  days  after  that,  the  stolid  figure  of 
the  colonist  was  missed  from  the  village.  Peo- 
ple began  to  think  that  he  had  decided  that  the 
object  of  his  stay  was  hopeless,  and  that  he  had 
slunk  away  quietly  to  avoid  the  humiliation  of 
owning  that  his  dogged  obstinacy  had  been 
beaten.  The  old  woman  who  swept  his  rooms 
and  washed  up  his  tea-things,  though  much 
questioned,  could  tell  nothing.  He  had  paid 
her  up  to  the  day  of  his  departure,  and  had 
simply  told  her  that  he  was  going  away.  But 
whether  for  a  day,  a  week,  or  for  ever  he  did 
not  say.  No  board,  however,  was  put  up  before 
the  cottage  to  announce  that  it  was  to  let;  so 
that  speculation  was  in  favour  of  his  return. 
Martha  Lowndes  was  the  only  person  who 
rightly  guessed  on  what  errand  he  had  gone. 
She  alone  would  have  felt  no  surprise  if  she 
could  have  followed  the  track  of  Ned  Mitchell 
as  he  wandered  about  the  country  spending  a 
day    here,    three    days    there,    always    stolidly 
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unsociable,  and  yet  always  contriving  to  get  more 
information  out  of  his  neiglibom-s  than  the 
chattiest  and  cheeriest  of  travellers  could  have 
done.  He  was  tracking  a  man  down  with 
the  feeblest  of  clues — a  wooden  leg  and  a  York- 
shire accent.  But  he  was  gifted  with  a  dogged 
energy  and  patience  which  nothing  could  daunt, 
and  so  in  the  end  he  found  his  man.  The  place 
was  a  common  lodging  house ;  the  time  was 
three  weeks  after  he  started  on  his  search ;  the 
man  was  Abel  Squires. 

Ned  Mitchell,  when  he  found  himself  face  to 
face  with  the  crippled  tramp,  thought  that  his 
work  was  practically  done  —  a  witness  found 
ready  to  his  hand.  But  he  was  mistaken. 
Luckily  for  his  object,  he  broached  the  matter 
with  the  caution  of  a  skilful  diplomatist,  so  that 
Abel  had  no  idea  of  the  interest  he  took  in  it. 
But  the  Yorkshireman  in  tatters  was  as  keen 
and  canny  on  his  side  as  the  Yorkshireman  in 
broadcloth  was  on  his;  he  was  imper\4ous  to 
attack,  either  direct  or  indirect,  and  at  the  mere 
suggestion  of  bribery  he  grew  closer  than  ever. 
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Mitchell,  however,  did  not  give  up  the  game, 
and  at  last  he  hit  upon  the  means  of  opening 
the  tramp's  mouth.  Poor  Ahel  had  a  partiality 
for  strong  liquor,  and  the  temptation  to  indulge 
in  it  was  more  than  he  could  resist.  The  wily 
Ned  was  cautious,  and  contrived  to  treat  his 
ragged  companion,  not  wisely  but  too  well,  with- 
out exciting  his  suspicion.  But  even  under  the 
soft  influence  of  rum  and  water,  the  tramp  was 
more  difficult  to  manage  than  his  tempter  would 
have  supposed  possible.  It  was  not  until  after 
a  long  convivial  evening  that,  Abel's  rough  head 
having  fallen  at  last  on  to  the  table  in  a  drunken 
sleep,  Ned  Mitchell  was  able  to  stand  over  him 
and  say  to  himself,  with  a  gleam  of  savage  and 
doubtful  satisfaction  breaking  through  the  heavy 
stolidity  of  his  expression — 

"  You  miserable,  tattered  old  beggar !  Have 
I  got  all  out  of  you  that  you  have  to  tell,  I 
wonder?  Anyhow,  I  think  I  know  enough  to 
hang  the  right  rascal  by.  But  I  shall  have  to 
work,  work,  work." 

On  the  following  day,  just  three  weeks  after 
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he  left  Eishton,  Ned  Mitchell  was  again  seen 
leaning  over  his  little  cottage  gate,  smoking  a 
bad  cigar,  and  staring  placidly  at  the  broken 
stocks  on  the  village  green.  The  first  persons  to 
note  his  return  were  the  vicar  and  his  brother 
Vernon,  who  strolled  through  the  churchyard 
together  while  he  was  standing  at  his  gate.  The 
younger  man  changed  colour  at  the  sight  of  the 
colonist ;  the  elder  wished  him  a  cheery  ''  Good- 
day." 

"Ha,  Mr.  Mitchell,  you  can't  keep  up  your 
incognito  any  longer.  We  thought  you  had  gone 
back  to  Australia  without  bidding  us  good-bye." 

"Never  fear.  Parson  Brander,"  returned 
Mitchell,  drily,  looking  straight  into  the  clergy- 
man's kindly  eyes ;  "  there's  another  man  has 
got  to  say  good-bye  to  you  all  before  I  go  back." 
He  glanced  from  one  brother  to  the  other  as  he 
uttered  these  words.  Vernon  kept  his  eyes  on 
the  ground,  but  he  looked  livid.  The  vicar 
smiled,  and  gently  shook  his  head. 

"  You'll  have  to  tell  me  this  riddle  by-and- 
by,"  said  he  in  his  genial  tones. 
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"  Whenever  you  please,  vicar,"  said  Ned. 

And  as  the  two  clergymen  passed  on,  Ned 
Mitchell,  without  deigning  so  much  as  to  glance 
at  the  younger,  raised  his  hat  to  the  Eeverend 
Meredith  Brander,  a  most  unheard-of  mark  of 
respect  for  him  to  bestow  on  any  dignitary  of 
the  Church. 


CHAPTER   XVIIT. 

NED    Mitchell's    pets. 

Before  the  first  day  of  his  return  to  Rishton 
was  over,  Ned  Mitchell  had  to  submit  to  the 
threatened  interrogatory  of  the  vicar. 

Ned  had  strolled  into  the  churchyard,  and 
was  examining  with  a  rather  cynical  expression 
a  beautiful  marble  monument,  one  of  the  chief 
ornaments  of  the  enclosure,  on  which  were  set 
forth,  at  great  length,  in  gilt  letters,  the  many 
virtues  of  his  late  brother  :  "  Samuel  Robert 
Mitchell,  of  Rishton  Hall  Farm,  who  departed 
this    life,    February    the    eighteenth,    eighteen 

hundred  and ,  aged  thirty-nine.     He  was  a 

kind  husband,  a  devoted  father,  a  loyal  citizen, 
a  faithful  member  of  the  Church,"  etc.  etc. 

And  below  was  a  similar  epitaph  for  "  Lydia 
Elizabeth,  relict  of  Samuel  Robert  Mitchell." 

At  the  foot  of  this  was  a  text,  cut  in  larger 
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letters  than  the  rest :  "In  death  they  were  not 
divided." 

"  They  were  in  life  though,"  murmured 
Ned,  shaking  his  head  slowly.  "  Never  a  meal 
passed  but  they  were  at  it,  hammer  and  tongs, 
about  something  or  other.  Marble  had  need  be 
tough,  or  it  would  split  up  into  shivers  under 
the  weight  of  lies  we  put  on  it." 

At  that  moment  he  became  aware  that  the 
vicar,  who  had  come  over  the  grass  from  his 
house,  was  standing  behind  him,  looking  much 
amused. 

*'  Thinking  aloud  !  "  said  Mr.  Brander.  "  A 
bad  habit,  Mr.  Mitchell.  Imagine  what  it 
might  lead  to  if  one  had  any  crime  on  one's 
conscience." 

"  But  parsons  are  supposed  never  to  commit 
crimes,  aren't  they  ?  '' 

"  Or  never  to  have  any  consciences  ?  " 

"  No,  I  won't  say  that.  The  only  criminal 
of  your  cloth  that  has  happened  to  come  in  my 
way  has  felt  many  a  prick  of  conscience,  I'm 
ready  to  wager." 
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The  vicar  looked  at  liim  inquiringly,  and  did 
not  attempt  to  hide  that  he  felt  some  anxiety  as 
to  the  other's  meaning. 

"  Whoever  he  may  be,  I  hope  so,  for  the 
credit  of  my  order,"  said  he,  gravely. 

"  Yes,  vicar,  and  for  the  credit  of  your 
family,"  retorted  Ned,  drily. 

Mr.  Brander  did  not  look  surprised,  but 
only  deeply  grieved.  He  laid  his  handsome 
white  hand  on  the  colonist's  shoulder,  and 
addressed  him  in  tones  of  almost  fatherly  ex- 
postulation and  entreaty. 

" Look  here,"  he  said ;  "I  don't  want  to 
preach ;  there's  nothing  I  dislike  more  than 
preaching  out  of  the  pulpit.  But  I  must  say  a 
few  words  to  you  now  I  have  the  chance ;  and 
you  may  be  angry  with  me  if  you  like." 

'*  All  right,  vicar,  fire  away — I  mean,  go 
on,"  he  corrected,  respectfully.  "  Let  me  tell 
you,  it's  not  many  men  of  your  profession  I 
would  listen  to  (except  in  church,  where  you  all 
have  a  prescriptive  right  to  do  your  worst  on 
us).      But    I've    learnt     something   about   you 
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quite  recently  which  makes  me  think  you're 
different  from  the  rest.  So,  sir,  when  you 
please,  I'm  all  attention." 

"  Well,  then,"  began  the  vicar  in  his  most 
persuasive  tones,  *'  don't  you  think  it's  very 
uncharitable  of  you  to  come  over  here  with  the 
fixed  intention  of  ruining  a  man  ?  And  all  for 
what  ?  What  good  can  it  do  your  unfortunate 
sister  now  to  have  the  past  raked  up,  and  her 
sins  as  well  as  those  of  others  dragged  again 
into  the  light  ?  Now,  do  you  even  think,  going 
to  work  in  the  spirit  you  do,  that  you  are  sure 
to  light  upon  the  right  person  to  punish  ?  Isn't 
it  possible  that,  acting  with  such  a  vindictive 
feeling  as  animates  you,  you  may  make  an 
innocent  man  suffer,  for  lack  of  finding  the 
guilty  one?  " 

"  No :  to  be  plain  with  you,  vicar,  I  don't 
think  anything  of  the  kind.  As  for  the  feeling 
which  animates  me,  I  think  I  ought  to  under- 
stand that  better  than  anybody :  and  I'll  let  you 
know  what  it  is.  I'm  not  a  generous  man,  par- 
son ;  years  ago  I  might  have  been,  perhaps,  at 
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least  as  far  as  my  favourite  sister  was  concerned. 

Bat  I've    roughed    it   a  good  bit  in  the  world 

since   then,  and  all  the  pretty  bloom  has  been 

rubbed  off  my  character,  d'ye  see  ?     But  I'm  a 

just  man;  and  I  don't  see  why,  if  a  man  and 

a   woman    sin,    the   woman   should  get  all   the 

kicks  and  the  man  all  the  halfpence.     That's 

a    vulgar  way  of  putting   it,  but  you'll   know 

what  I  mean.     My  poor  sister  goes  wrong.     I 

don't  say  she  was  worth  much  sympathy;  and 

my  private  feeling  has  nothing  to  do  with  it ; 

but  she  had  her  punishment.     She  was  ruined, 

and  then  brutally  murdered.     Yes,  don't  tell  me 

any  humbugging  stories  about  her  going  away 

of  her  own  accord :  I  know  better.     Whatever 

happened,  poor  Nell  was  not  the  girl  to  slink 

off  like  that,  and  never  be  heard  of  again.    She'd 

have  come  over  to  me,  if  she'd  had  to  work  her 

own  passage  in  men's  clothes,  as  they  say  the 

lasses  do  sometimes.     Well,  that's  the  woman's 

end:  now  for  the  man.     He  gets  the  woman's 

love,  for  what  it's  worth.     I  don't   put    much 

value  on  such  things  myself ;  but  anyhow,  he 
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gets  it.  Then  when  he's  tired  of  it  and  of  her, 
and  the  girl  grows  importunate  and  her  love 
inconvenient,   he  quietly  puts    her   out   of  the 

way,  and  no  questions  asked " 

"  Oh,  but  there  were  questions  asked,  and 
very  inconvenient  ones,  too/'  interrupted  the 
vicar,  gently. 

Then  he  bit  his  hps,  as  if  he  had  not  meant 
to  say  so  much. 

"  Aha,  vicar,  it  looks  very  much  as  if  you 
had  a  notion  who  it  is  I'm  driving  at !  " 

"  I  don't  pretend  to  deny  that  you  mean  my 
unlucky  brother,"  said  the  vicar,  gravely.  *'  To 
admit  that  is  really  to  admit  nothing,  as  every- 
body knows  he  was  suspected,  just  as  they  know 
too  that  I  myself  never  believed  he  did  it." 

"You  judge  him  by  yourself,  1  expect. 
You,  being  of  calm  and  well-regulated  tem- 
perament, can't  understand  how  a  member  of 
your  family  can  be  so  different  from  yourself." 

"  There  you  are  mistaken,  Mitchell,  as  others 
have  been  mistaken  before  you.  People  think  I 
am  calm  because  I  am  fat.     As  a  matter  of  fact, 
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I  have  been  so  worried  ov^er  these  suspicions  of 
my  brother  that  my  wife  has  caught  me  pacing 
up  and  down  the  room  in  my  sleep,  too  much 
disturbed  on  his  account  to  be  able  to  rest." 

"It  does  you  great  credit  to  be  so  fond  of 
him ;  I  don't  blame  you  in  the  least  for  it. 
You  do  your  duty  as  a  brother,  and  I'll  do  mine." 

^'  And  I  believe  you'll  soon  come  to  the  con- 
clusion that  it  is  your  duty  as  a  brother  to  let 
the  unhappy  girl  and  her  history  be  forgotten  as 
soon  as  possible." 

"  My  duty  as  a  brother  is  to  leave  your 
brother  alone,  in  fact !  " 

"  Haven't  I  told  you  I  believe  him  to  be  as 
innocent  of  this  business  as  I  am  myself?  But 
these  suspicions,  which  he  can't  ignore — for  you 
take  no  pains  to  hide  them — are  demoralising  in 
the  extreme.  They  make  him  silent,  sullen, 
mistrustful ;  in  fact  they  breed  in  him  all  the 
appearances  of  guilt." 

"Ay,  that  they  do." 

"  Supposing  that  he  had  committed  the 
crime,  don't  you  believe  in  atonement?     After 
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ten  years  of  self-denial  and  hard  work  and 
sacrifice,  might  not  a  man  reasonably  suppose 
that  his  sin  was,  humanly  speaking,  washed  out, 
and  that  he  might  indulge  the  hope  of  some 
human  happiness  with  a  woman  who  loved 
him?" 

Ned  Mitchell  turned  at  this,  from  contempla- 
tion of  the  highly  ornamental,  castellated  tower 
of  the  little  church,  to  curious  consideration  of 
his  companion's  face. 

"  Oh,"  he  said,  very  drily,  "  I  didn't  know 
you  were  encouraging  him  to  marry." 

A  deep  flush  overspread  the  vicar's  face  at 
this  speech.  Even  his  striking  amiability  was 
not  quite  proof  against  the  quiet  sneer.  JNo 
annoyance,  however,  appeared  in  his  tone  as  he 
said — 

''  Certainly  I  should  not  think  of  encourag- 
ing him  to  marry  while  these  cruel  rumours  con- 
tinue to  be  spread  about  him.  It  would  only  be 
misery  for  both  of  them.  But  if  once  the  evil 
reports  were  silenced  and  forgotten,  I  should 
urge    him   to    find   happiness   in   what   I  have 
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myself  found  to  be  tlie  surest  and  best  place  to 
look  for  it — domestic  pleasures." 

Ned  appeared  to  consider  this  proposition 
thoughtfully  for  some  moments.  Then  he 
said — 

''It's  curious  that  you  should  be  the  first  of 
your  family  that  I  ever  heard  to  be  of  your  way 
of  thinking,  parson,  isn't  it  ?  " 

Again  Mr.  Brander  reddened.  It  was  an 
annoying  thing  for  a  popular  spiritual  autocrat 
to  be  questioned  in  this  inquisitorial  way  by  a 
man  in  no  way  qualified  to  be  a  judge  of  him  or 
his  family.  But  his  patience  was  equal  even  to 
this  trial.     He  said,  very  mildly — 

*'  Yes,  I  am  afraid — that  is,  I  believe  that 
is  so." 

"  Well,  then,  I  think  it's  too  much  to  expect 
to  find  another  in  the  same  generation." 

There  was  a  pause ;  the  vicar  looking  mildly 
grieved,  Ned  munching  a  bit  of  stick  with  much 
relish,  while  he  regarded  his  companion  out  of 
the  corners  of  his  eyes. 

Evening    was    closing    in    rapidly.     A    thin 
n  2 
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mist  was  gathering  under  the  trees  on  the  top  of 
the  hill,  enshrouding  the  tombstones  and  soften- 
ing the  outlines  of  the  little  white  stone  church 
and  of  the  pretty  ivy-grown  Vicarage.  Not  a 
sound  was  to  be  heard  in  the  near  neighbour- 
hood ;  and  the  noises  of  the  village — children's 
voices,  lowing  of  cattle,  and  the  carter's  cry  to 
his  horses— came  up  faint  and  subdued  from 
below. 

Suddenly  this  peaceful  stillness  was  broken 
by  a  long  and  dismal  howl,  which  startled  the 
vicar  and  caused  Ned  Mitchell  to  turn  his  head 
attentively  in  the  direction  of  his  cottage.  A 
minute  later  it  was  repeated,  and  before  a  word 
had  been  exchanged  between  the  two  men  on 
the  subject  of  this  strange  interruption,  a  yelp- 
ing and  barking  began,  and  mingled  with  the 
howls,  which  still  continued  until  the  air  seemed 
to  vibrate  with  the  discordant  sounds. 

"  You've  brought  back  a  dog  with  you,  I 
perceive,"  said  the  vicar. 

"  H'm,  yes.  I've  brought  two.  Fond  of 
dogs,  vicar  ?  " 
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"Very.  Are  you  going  to  offer  me  one  of 
J 

"  I  don't  think  so.  They're  not  exactly  the 
sort  Mrs.  B.  would  fancy  poking  about  her 
pretty  garden.  They've  got  queer  ways,  my 
dogs." 

"  You've  had  them  some  time  ?  " 

*'  Ten  hours.  But  they  were  being  prepared 
for  me  beforehand.  In  fact,  they  have  been 
some  time  in  training." 

*'  Sporting  dogs,  eh  ?  " 

"Yes,  and  trained  for  a  particular  sort  of 
game." 

Ned  Mitchell  was  rubbing  his  chin  slowly 
and  listening  to  the  harsh  duet  with  much  satis- 
faction. There  was  a  quiet  significance  in  his 
words  and  manner  which  kept  alive  the  curiosity 
of  the  vicar. 

"  I  should  like  to  see  these  dogs,  Mr. 
Mitchell,"  said  he. 

"  Well,  sir,"  said  Ned,  with  great  heartiness  ; 
"  choose  your  own  time." 

"  Suppose,  then,  we  say  now  ?  " 
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"  Now  it  is,  then." 

Ned  removed  his  arm  from  the  tombstone 
against  which  he  had  been  leaning,  and  led  the 
way  out  of  the  churchyard  with  alacrity. 

"  This  place  gives  me  the  horrors  towards 
night  time,"  he  explained  as,  with  unwonted 
civility,  he  opened  the  gate  for  the  vicar  to  pass 
out  first. 

"  Why,  surely  a  man  of  your  sound  practical 
sense  doesn't  believe  in  the  ghosts  and  goblins 
that  keep  the  ignorant  out  of  churchyards  at 
night?" 

"  No ;  but  such  things  can  be  done  in  lonely 
graveyards,  under  cover  of  the  popular  horror. 
You  agree  with  me  there,  vicar,  don't  you  ?  " 

This  pigheaded  colonist  would  harp  always 
upon  the  same  string.  As  plainly  as  if  he  had 
mentioned  the  name,  his  tone  intimated  St. 
Cuthbert's  churchyard  and  the  murder  of  a  girl 
there  by  Yernon  Brander.  But  the  vicar  was 
learning  how  to  "  take  "  him,  and  he  assented  at 
once.  They  crossed  the  little  village  green, 
under  trees  whose  bare  branches  began  now  to 
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show  sin  all  tufts  of  delicate  young  leaves. 
There  was  a  strip  of  garden  in  front  of  the 
cottage ;  it  had  little  space  for  flowers,  but  was 
well  filled  with  shrubs  and  evergreens,  which 
grew  close  up  to  the  lower  windows  and  almost 
shut  out  all  light  from  the  tiny  sitting-room  on 
the  left-hand  side  of  the  door.  Ned  Mitchell, 
leaving  the  path,  forced  his  way  through  the 
evergreens,  and,  holding  the  branches  apart  with 
his  hands,  beckoned  his  companion  to  the 
window,  before  which  the  vicar  perceived  a 
couple  of  strong  iron  bars  had  been  put  up. 

"  Why,"  said  he,  as  he  picked  his  way 
daintily  over  the  moist  mould,  "is  it  a  menagerie 
of  wild  beasts  you  have  in  there  ?  " 

**  Something  very  like  it,"  answered  Ned,  as 
a  couple  of  brute  faces,  with  hanging  jaws  and 
bloodshot  eyes,  dashed  up  against  the  window, 
licking  the  dusty  frames  with  long  red  tongues, 
and  jostling  each  other  with  hungry  eagerness. 
"  Whoa ! "  cried  Ned,  as  he  pushed  up  the 
window,  and  stretching  a  fearless  hand  through 
the    bars,  stroked  and  patted  their  sleek  heads 
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with  an  assured  strength  and  coolness  which 
told  them  he  was  their  master.  "  I  must  have 
the  glass  taken  out  of  these  panes — what  there's 
left  of  it — or  my  pets  will  be  hurting  them- 
selves." 

"  Your  pets  !  "  said  the  vicar,  as  he  peered 
into  the  room,  felt  their  hot  breath  on  his  face, 
and  listened  to  their  hungry  growling.  "  Well, 
Mitchell,  you  have  an  odd  taste  in  your  choice 
of  domestic  favourites.  If  my  inclination  lay  in 
the  direction  of  a  couple  of  fierce  hounds  like 
that,  I  think  I  should  consider  that  old  kennel 
in  the  back  garden  a  near  enough  abode  for 
them." 

"  What,  for  friends  that  I  count  upon  to  do 
me  a  great  service ! "  exclaimed  Ned,  grimly. 
"  Oh,  no  !  my  hounds  are  already  more  to  me 
than  his  pig  is  to  an  Irishman.  No  place  that's 
not  good  enough  for  me  is  good  enough  for 
them.  Besides,  if  they  were  put  into  the  kennel 
they  would  be  almost  close  under  some  of  your 
windows,  and  would  disturb  you  and  your  good 
lady  at  night.     They  make  more  than  a  lapdog's 
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yapping  when  they  are  uncomfortable,  I  can  tell 
you,"  he  added,  turning  with  admiration  to  his 
hounds,  who  were  snapping  savagely  at  each 
other,  and  sniffing  the  air  with  dilated 
nostrils. 

"  They  seem  to  be  hungry,"  said  the  vicar, 
who,  if  he  did  not  share  their  master's  admira- 
tion, was  much  interested  in  the  brutes. 

"  Well,  which  of  us  wouldn't  be,  if  he'd  had 
nothing  to  eat  all  day?  It's  a  part  of  their 
education,  that,"  he  went  on,  as  he  drew  back 
from  the  window  and  took  up  an  iron  spade 
which  stood  inside  the  little  porch.  **  Now  I'm 
going  to  show  you  how  accomplished  they  are, 
if  you  care  to  see.  If  I  bury  an  old  bone  with 
next  to  no  flesh  on  it  in  any  part  of  this  garden, 
they'll  hunt  it  up.  That  is,  they  will  if  they 
answer  to  the  warranty  I  had  with  them.  That's 
the  accomplishment  I  bought  them  for." 

"  Dear  me,  very  curious  !  "  murmured  the 
vicar,  with  great  interest.  "  And  this  is  your 
first  trial  of  them  ?  " 

"  Yes.     I  only  brought  them  back  with  me 
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in  the  small  hours  this  morning,  and  they've 
been  without  food  ever  since." 

"  And  are  you  sure  of  getting  them  out  of 
that  room  without  their  making  a  meal  of 
you  ?  " 

"  I  must  chance  that.  I  didn't  buy  them 
for  lapdogs,  and  I  think  I  can  manage  them. 
Anyhow,  I  intend  to  try.  I  suppose,  vicar, 
you've  no  mind  to  help  me,"  he  added,  rather 
maliciously,  as  he  turned  to  go  into  the  cottage. 
"  It  isn't  work  for  gentlemen  of  your  cloth,  I 
know.  I  don't  suppose  anything  fiercer  than  a 
toy  terrier  is  allowed  by  the  Thirty -Nine 
Articles." 

"  There's  no  mention  of  bloodhounds  in 
them,  certainly ;  but  I'm  willing  to  help  you 
all  the  same,  if  I  can,"  said  the  vicar,  mildly, 
preparing  to  follow  his  host  into  the 
cottage. 

Ned  Mitchell  looked  surprised.  Then  he 
glanced  rather  contemptuously  from  the  plump 
hands  and  neat  white  cuffs  to  the  handsome, 
placid  pink  face,  and  said,  drily — 
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"  I'm  afraid  they'll  make  rather  a  mess  of 
your  linen,  parson,  if  they  don't  of  you." 

"  I  must  chance  that,  as  you  say  yourself," 
said  the  vicar,  calmly. 

Ned  nodded,  and  saying  he  would  be  back  in 
a  moment,  he  disappeared  through  the  porch 
with  a  grim  chuckle.  When  he  returned,  a  few 
minutes  later,  holding  in  his  rough  fingers  a 
handful  of  mouldy  bones,  the  vicar  was  leaning 
against  the  porch,  thoughtfully  turning  up  his 
cuffs  and  his  coat  sleeves  with  the  most  scrupu- 
lous neatness. 

"  Not  a  very  tempting  feast  that,  one  would 
have  thought." 

"  Well,  if  they  want  anything  more  tempt- 
ing than  that  to  make  them  hunt  with  a  will, 
I've  been  deceived  in  them,  that's  all,  and  back 
they  go  to  the  man  I  bought  them  from." 

As  he  spoke  he  took  up  the  spade,  and  began 
to  search  for  a  suitable  place  in  which  to  bury 
the  fleshless  bones.  He  decided  on  a  spot  in 
the  back  garden,  under  the  prickly  leaves  of  an 
auricula.     There,  right  under  the  branches,  he 
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dug  a  deep  liole,  not  without  much  damage  to 
his  hands  and  his  clothes.  Into  this  hole  he 
threw  the  bones,  covering  them  carefully  with 
the  displaced  earth.  The  vicar  laughed  as  Ned 
flattened  down  the  mould  and  stamped  upon  it. 

"  You  are  expecting  too  much  of  those  un- 
lucky brutes,"  said  he.  "  I  quite  believe  that 
they  might  grub  up  a  nice  fresh  leg  of  mutton, 
or  the  body  of  a  newly  killed  rabbit.  But  old 
bones  like  that,  and  under  two  feet  of  earth !  No, 
my  dear  Mitchell,  it's  not  in  reason." 

"  All  right,"  said  Ned,  putting  his  hands  in 
his  pockets.  "  If  you  think  my  little  experiment 
is  not  worth  watching,  I  won't  trouble  you  with 
my  company  or  my  dogs." 

"  Oh,  but  of  course  I  must  see  the  end  of 
this.  And  if  your  hounds  do  answer  your  ex- 
pectations after  all,  I  quite  agree  with  you  that 
the  best  room  in  the  house  is  not  too,  good  for 
such  clever  beasts." 

They  went  round  to  the  front  of  the  cottage 
again,  and  through  the  porch  into  the  narrow 
passage.     Ned  brought  a  lighted  candle  from  the 
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kitclien,  and  proceeded  to  search  among  a  bunch 
of  large  keys  which  hung  from  a  nail  in  the 
wall.  Meanwhile  the  dogs,  disappointed  at  the 
disappearance  of  their  master,  from  whom  they 
had  expected  food,  howled  and  yelped  vdth.  re- 
doubled vehemence,  and  flung  themselves  against 
the  door  of  the  room  in  which  they  were  con- 
fined until  it  shook  and  creaked  on  its  old 
hinges.  Ned  glanced  at  the  vicar  with  a  sar- 
donic smile. 

"  Have  you  still  a  mind  to  go  in  there, 
parson  ?  "  he  asked,  rather  maliciously.  "  You 
clergymen  are  holy  men,  as  we  all  know,  but 
things  have  changed  since  Daniel's  time,  and  I 
doubt,  no  offence  to  you,  whether  he'd  have  got 
off  so  well  if  he'd  been  pitched  into  a  lion's  cage 
at  the  Zoo  as  he  did  among  those  old  Persians  !  " 

The  vicar  looked  nervous,  certainly.  But  he 
still  stuck  to  his  resolution  of  going  into  the 
room.  Ned  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  whistled 
softly,  staring  into  his  companion's  face  as  he 
fumbled  with  the  keys,  and  seeming  rather  to 
enjoy  the    notion   of  the   change  which  would 
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come  over  that  pink,  plump,  mildly  jolly  coun- 
tenance when  the  fangs  of  one  of  the  hounds 
should  meet  in  the  clerical  anatomy.  He  felt 
quite  sure  that  it  was  the  vicar's  entire  ignorance 
of  hungry  bloodhounds  and  their  little  ways 
which  gave  him  such  an  appearance  of  placid 
pluck. 

"  Are  you  ready?  ''  he  asked,  as  he  put  the 
key  in  the  door.  "  We  shall  have  to  dash  in 
pretty  quick  to  prevent  the  brutes  from  coming 
out." 

The  vicar  nodded,  and  came  close  up  beside 
him.  Ned  gave  him  a  last  and,  as  it  were,  a 
farewell  look,  and  opened  the  door.  The  hounds, 
with  hungry  growls  and  jaws  dripping  with 
foam,  rushed  at  the  opening.  Ned  Mitchell 
was  too  quick  for  them ;  he  was  in  the  room, 
with  the  door  closed  behind  him,  before  either 
of  the  brutes  could  get  so  much  as  his  nose 
outside.  Quick  as  he  was,  however,  the  portly 
vicar  was  before  him,  and  was  well  in  the 
middle  of  the  small  room  by  the  time  the  door 
closed. 
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Then  Ned  Mitchell  found,  cool  as  he  was, 
that  in  fancying  himself  able  to  master  these 
two  fierce  brutes,  he  had  reckoned  without  his 
host.  In  a  moment  he  discovered  that  it  was 
only  when  satisfied  with  food  and  carefully 
muzzled,  as  they  had  been  for  their  journey  in 
the  small  hours  that  morning,  that  he  could 
attempt  to  cope  with  them  successfully.  Both 
together  they  now  flew  at  him,  springing,  the 
one  at  his  throat,  the  other  at  his  right  hand. 
The  attack  was  so  sudden,  so  fierce,  that  he 
staggered  back  against  the  door,  in  danger  of 
being  overpowered,  and  struck  out  with  unsure 
aim,  failing  to  beat  them  ofi". 

The  vicar  was  standing,  motionless,  in  the 
middle  of  the  room.  Ned  saw  his  portly  figure 
in  outline  between  him  and  the  faint  light,  and 
in  the  midst  of  his  own  occupation  wondered, 
not  having  any  great  respect  for  the  physical 
powers  of  the  Church,  that  Mr.  Brander  did  not 
edge  farther  away  from  the  scene  of  combat,  or 
show  some  other  sign  of  nervousness. 

"Shall     I     help    you?"    asked    the    vicar, 
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tranquilly,  when  the  struggle  between  man 
and  hounds  had  gone  on  for  several  exciting 
moments. 

Ned  was  too  busy,  trying  to  keep  oiF  the 
dogs,  to  express  the  astonishment  he  felt  at 
these  words  and  the  tone  in  which  they  were 
spoken. 

"  Yes,  for  Heaven's  sake,  yes,  if  you  can  !  " 
he  panted  out. 

He  had  scarcely  uttered  these  words  in 
answer,  when  the  vicar  came  to  his  aid  with 
a  promptitude  and  dash  which  a  professional 
tamer  of  beasts  could  scarcely  have  exceeded. 
Seizing  by  the  throat  first  one  of  the  hounds 
and  then  the  other,  he  choked  them  off  his 
half-bewildered  companion,  and  held  them, 
j^elping  and  gurgling,  while  Ned,  savagely 
angry  at  "the  parson's"  superiority  more. than 
grateful  for  his  timely  help,  picked  up  and  relit 
the  candle  with  affected  unconcern. 

"  Well  done,  vicar ! "  said  he,  in  a  tone 
which  betrayed  that  he  was  not  particularly 
well    pleased.     "  If  you    can    manage   to    hold 
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the  brutes  while  I  find  the  key,  we'll  soon  be 
shut  of  them." 

"  Don't  hurry  on  my  account,"  said  Mr. 
Brander,  quite  pleasantly. 

His  bland  tone  made  Ned's  blood  boil.  The 
colonist  resolved,  since  he  seemed  to  like  his 
occupation,  not  to  curtail  the  pleasure.  He 
took  twice  the  necessary  time  to  find  the  key 
and  place  it  in  the  lock.  Then,  before  turning 
it,  he  inclined  his  head  over  his  shoulder,  and 
asked,  maliciously — 

"Getting  tired?" 

*'  Not  a  bit !  "  said  the  vicar,  mildl3\ 

"  Hang  you ! "  muttered  Ned  below  his 
breath. 

The  next  moment  he  heard  a  rush  and  a 
growl,  and  felt  the  teeth  of  one  of  the  hounds 
meet  in  his  right  leg. 

"  Hallo  !  "  cried  Mr.  Brander  ;  "  can't  you 
manage  him  ?  " 

Ned  did  not  answer.  Between  pain  and 
rage,  indeed,  he  would  scarcely  have  been  arti- 
culate if  he  had  done  so.     He  gave  the  dog  a 
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vicious  kick,  whicli  sent  liim  howling  away,  and, 
turning  the  key  in  the  lock,  beckoned  to  the 
vicar  to  follow  him  out.  Before  doing  so,  how- 
ever, Mr.  Brander  had  to  dispose  of  the  animal 
he  was  still  holding.  His  arms,  strong  as  they 
were,  had  begun  to  ache  with  the  strain,  for 
the  dog  had  writhed  and  struggled  the  whole 
time.  Then  Ned,  holding  the  candle  high,  and 
examining  the  vicar's  face  with  exceeding  in- 
terest and  equal  malevolence,  saw  upon  it  an 
expression  Yerj  different  from  its  habitual, 
placid  mildness.  The  blue  eyes  were  flashing ; 
the  handsome  mouth  was  drawn  in  a  tight, 
straight  line ;  the  clear-cut  features  seemed  to 
have  in  a  moment  lost  their  plumpness,  and 
to  have  become  hard  and  cruel ;  while  the  soft, 
white  hands  looked  strong  and  sinewy  as  they 
clasped  the  dog's  throat.  Ned  watched  him 
curiously.  The  vicar  looked  into  the  animal's 
bloodshot  eyes  with  the  expression  not  merely 
of  a  master,  but  of  a  tyrant.  Lifting  him  with 
both  hands  high  into  the  air,  he  gave  the  dog 
such  a  shaking  as  set  him  gurgling  and  howling 
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and  twisting  his  body  with  pain,  and  flung  him 
to  the  far  end  of  the  room  to  join  his  com- 
panion. Then  he  crossed  the  room  without  any 
haste,  and  went  out  at  the  door,  which  Xed 
shut  and  locked. 

"  And  now,"  said  the  vicar,  "  how  about  the 
experiment  ?  " 

Mitchell,  who  was  engaged  in  an  examina- 
tion of  his  injured  leg,  looked  up  quickly. 

"  Well,"  he  muttered,  in  unwilling  admira- 
tion, "you  are  a  cool  hand,  I  must  say." 

"  Cool !  "  exclaimed  the  vicar  as  pleasantly 
as  ever ;  "  one  needs  to  be  cool  with  acquain- 
tances who  invite  one  into  a  sitting  room  fur- 
nished with  a  couple  of  bloodhounds  and 
nothing  else.  Ugh  ! "  he  cried,  as  he  suddenl}" 
noticed  the  condition  of  his  hands,  which  were 
smeared  with  blood  and  foam,  "  what  a  mess 
those  brutes  have  made  me  in  !  " 

Ned  laughed  shortly,  and  continued  to  stare 
at  him  with  the  deepest  interest. 

"  It  looks  very  unsuitable  now,  that  same 
mess,  when  you  are  all  the  parson  again,"  he 
0  2 
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said,  drily.  "  But,  curse  me  with,  book  and 
with  bell  if  I  don't  think  that  a  minute  ago 
you  looked  as  if  you  could  stand  the  sight  of 
blood  as  well  as  any  soldier." 

"  And  why  not  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Brander,  who 
had  by  this  time  wiped  his  hands,  pulled  down 
his  cuffs,  and  almost  recovered  his  usual  ex- 
quisitely neat  appearance.  **  People  seem  to 
forget  that  we  parsons  were  not  horn  in  the 
surplice,  and  that  we  have  all  been  through  the 
same  training  as  other  men  from  whom  a  little 
readiness  with  wrists  and  fists  is  expected  as  a 
matter  of  course." 

"  That's  true,  parson.  But  we'd  always 
looked  upon  you  as  one  of  the  meek  'uns.  Now 
if  it  had  been  your  brother " 

"  Ah,  poor  Vernon  !  I  think  all  the  spirit 
has  been  badgered  out  of  him." 

"  Well,  but,  parson,"  said  Ned,  still  gazing 
at  him  w^ith  the  same  steady  and  curious  stare, 
"  I  think  you  have  spirit  enough  for  two." 

Mr.  Brander  turned  and  met  his  look 
straight,  eye  to  eye. 
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"  Yes,"  lie  said,  quietly  and  firmly ;  "  and 
when  it  comes  to  an  attack  upon  my  brother, 
you'll  find  that  spirit  a  more  serious  thing  to 
deal  with  than  you  expect." 

They  had  come  through  the  porch  and  out 
into  the  garden  again,  and  were  standing  very 
near  together,  with  the  settmg  sun  throwing  a 
weak  and  watery  Kght  upon  their  faces.  A 
passer-by,  noticing  their  attitudes,  looks,  and 
tones,  would  have  guessed  that  a  challenge  had 
been  thrown  down  and  taken  up. 

The  two  men  bade  each  other  good-night 
in  a  manner  which  showed  on  each  side  both 
caution  and  mutual  respect.  And  having  re- 
tired, each  to  his  house,  they  instinctively 
tried  to  get  a  sight  each  of  the  other.  The 
clergyman  went  to  his  study,  and  seated  him- 
self with  a  book  at  the  window ;  Ned  Mitchell 
took  the  air  at  his  back  door.  The  vicar  re- 
mained calm  and  smiling,  and  looked  amused 
when  he  caught  Ned's  anxious  look.  The 
colonist  took  things  less  easily. 

"  That  parson  '11  be  a  very  difficult  beggar 
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to  tackle,"  he  said  to  himself  almost  despond- 
ingly.  "  I  could  manage  Vernon  by  himself, 
but  with  this  old  '  Soap -your- sides'  behind  him, 
it'll  be  a  long  job — a  very  long  job." 

But  he    comforted  himself  before  going  to 
bed  by  a  look  at  his  bloodhounds  ! 


END    OF    VOL.    II. 
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cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  bevelled  boards,  gilt  edges,  5s. 

Etching :  Its  Technical  Processes,  with  Remarks  on  Collections  and  Collecting. 

By  S.  K.  Koehler.     Illustrated  with  30  Full-page  Plates.     Price  £i,  4s. 
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Family  Physician,  The.     By  Eminent  Physicians  and  Surgeons.    New  and 

Revised  Edition.     Cloth,  21s.  ;  roxburgh,  25s. 
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Great  Painters  of  Christendom,  The,  trom  Cimabue  to  Wilkie.     By  John 
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Lady's  World,  The.  An  Illustrated  Magazine  of  Fashion  and  Society.  Yrly.  Vol.  i8s. 
Laud  Question,  The.    By  Prof.  J.  Elliot,  M.R.A.C.    Including  the  Land  Scare 
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Landscape  Painting  in  Oils,  A  Course  of  Lessons  in.    By  A.   F.  Grace. 
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IS.  ;  cloth,  2s. 
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Poets,  Cassell's  Miniature  Library  of  the  :— 

Milton.  Two  Vols.  Cloth,  is.  each  ;  or  cloth, 
gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 

Scott.  Two  Vols.  Cloth,  IS.  each;  or  cloth, 
gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 

Sheridan  and  Groldsmith..  2  Vols.   Cloth,  is. 


Burns.    Two  Vols.    Cloth,  is.  each ;  or  cloth, 

gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 
Byron.    Two  Vols.    Cloth,  is.  each ;  or  cloth, 

gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set 
Hood.    Two  Vols.    Cloth,  is.  each  ;  or  cloth, 

gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 
Longfellow.     Two  Vols.     Cloth,  is.  each  ;  or 

cloth,  gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 


each  ;  or  cloth,  gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 
"Wordsworth.    Two  Vols.    Cloth,  is.   each ; 
or  cloth,  gilt  edges,  2S.  6d.  the  set. 


Shakespeare.    Twelve  Vols.,  half  cloth,  in  box,  12s. 

Popular  Library,  Cassell's.  A  Series  of  New  andprigmal  Works.  Cloth,  is.  each, 

The  Russian  Empire  t_i,„  tx7-„„i„ 


The   Religious    Revolution  in  the   Six- 
teenth Century. 
EngUsh  Journalism. 
Our  Colonial  Empire. 
The  Young  Man  in  the  Battle  of  Life. 

Post  Office  of  Fifty  Years  Ago,  The. 


John  "Wesley. 

The  Story  of  the  English  Jacobins. 
Domestic.  Polk  Lore. 
The  Rev.  Rowland  HUl. 
Boswell  and  Johnson. 

History  of  the  Free-Trade  Movement  in 
England. 


IS. 


By  Lewis  Wright. 


With  Coloured  Plates 
With  lUustra- 


Poultry  Keeper,  The  Practical. 

and  Illustrations.     3s.  6d. 

Poultry,  The  Book  of.     By  Lewis  Wright.     Poptdar  Edition 

tions  on  Wood,  los.  6d. 
Poultry,  The  Illustrated  Book  of.     By  Lewis  Wright.     With  Fifty  Exquisite 

Coloured  Plates,  and  numerous  Wood  Engravings.  Cloth,  31s.  6d.  ;  half-morocco,  £■225. 

Pre-Raphselites  (The  Italian)  in  the  National  Gallery.  By  Cosmo  Monk- 
house.     Illustrated,     is. 

Printing  Machinery  and  Letterpress  Printing-,  Modern.  By  Fred.  J.  F. 
Wilson  and  Douglas  Gkev.     Illustrated.     21s. 

Queen  Victoria,  The  Life  and  Times  of.     By  Robert  Wilson.     Complete  in 

2  Vols.  With  numerous  Illustrations,  representing  the  Chief  Events  in  the  Life  of  the 
Queen,  and  Portraits  of  the  Leadmg  Celebrities  of  her  Reign.  Extra  crown  4to,  cloth 
gilt,  qs.  each. 

Queer  Race,  A.     By  W.  Westall.     5s. 

Rabtoit-Keeper,  The  Practical.     By  Cuniculus.     Illustrated.     3s.  6d. 

Red  Library  of  English  and  American  Classics,  The.     Stiff  covers,  is.  each  ; 

cloth,  2S.  each. 


People  I  have  Met. 

The  Pathfinder. 

Evelina. 

Scott's  Poems. 

Last  of  the  Barons. 

Adventures    of    Mr.  Ledbury   and   his 

friend  Jack  Johnson. 
Ivanhoe. 
Oliver  Twist. 

Selections  from  Hood's  Works. 
Longfellow's  Prose  Works. 
Sense  and  Sensibility. 
Lytton's  Plays.  [Harte). 

Tales,     Poems,     and     Sketches     (Bret 
Martin  Chuzzlewit.    Two  Vols. 
The  Prince  of  the  House  of  David. 
Sheridan's  Plays. 
Uncle  Tom's  Cabin. 
Deerslayer. 
Eugene  Aram. 
Jack  Hinton,  the  Guardsman. 


Rome  and  the  Early  Christians. 

The  Trials  of  Margaret  Lyndsay. 

Edgar  Allan  Poe.    Prose  and  Poetry,  Selec- 

Old  Mortahty.  [tions  from. 

The  Hour  and  the  Man. 

W^ashington  Irving's  Sketoh-Book. 

Last  Days  of  Palmyra. 

Tales  of  the  Borders. 

Pride  and  Prejudice. 

Last  of  the  Mohicans. 

Heart  of  Midlotliian. 

Last  Days  of  Pompeii. 

Yellowplush  Papers. 

Handy  Andy. 

Selected  Plays. 

American  Humour. 

Sketches  by  Boz. 

Macaulay's  Lays  and  Selected  Essays. 

Harry  Lorrequer. 

Old  Curiosity  Shop. 


The  TaUeman. 


Pickwick  (Two  VoU.).      (        Scarlet  Letter. 


Sf  lections  from   C as  sell  ^   Cotnf>any  s  Piihlications. 


Royal  River,  The :  The  Thames,  from  Source  to  Sea.    With  Descriptive  Text 

and  a  Series  of  beautiful  Engravings.     £,-2  2s. 

Russia.     By  Sir  Donald  Mackenzie  Wallace,  M.A.    5s. 

Russo-Turkish  War,  Cassells  History  of.     With  about  50x3  Illustrations.     Two 

Vols.,  OS.  each  ;  library  binding,  One  Vol.,  15s. 

Saturday  Journal.  CasseU's.    Yearly  Vols. ,  7s.  6d. 

Science    for  All.     Edited  by  Dr.  Robert  Brown,  M.A.,  F.L.S.,  &c.      With 
1,500  Illustrations.     Five  Vols.,  9s.  each. 

Sea,    The:    Its    Stirring    Story    of    Adventure,    Peril,    and    Heroism.     By 

F.  \\'hy:.ii'EK.     With  400  Illustrations.     Four  Vols.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Section  558,   or  the    Fatal    Letter.     A  Novel.     By  Julian    Hawthorne. 

Boards,  2S.  ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Sent  Back  by  the  Angels.     And  other  Ballads  of  Home  and  Homely  Life.     By 

Frederick  Langbridge,  M.A.     4s.  6d.     Popular  Edition,  \s. 
Sepia  Painting-,  A  Course  ot    Two  Vols.,  with  Twelve  Coloured  Plates  in  each. 

and  numerous  Engravings.     Each,  3s.     Also  in  One  Volume,  5s. 

Shaftesbury,  The  Seventh  Earl  of,  KG.,  The  Life  and  Work  ot    By  Edwin 

HoLiDEK.     With  Portraits.     Three  Vols.,  36b.     Popular  Edition,  in  One  Vol.,  7s.  6d. 

Shakspere,  The  InternationaL    Edition  de  luxe. 

"  King  Henry  IV."     Illustrated  by  Herr  Edlard  Grutzner.     £,t,  ios. 
"As  You  Like  It."     Illustrated  by  Mons.  E.mile  Bayard.     ^^3  10^. 
"Romeo  and  Juliet."     Illustrated  by  Fra.nk  Dicksee,  A.R.A.     ^^5  5s. 
Shakspere,  The  Leopold.     With  400  Illustrations,  and  an  Introduction  by  F.  J. 
Flkmvall.   Small  4to,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  6d.  ;  half-morocco,  los.  6d.  ;  full  morocco,  £,\  is. 
Cheap  Edition.  3s.  6d. 

Shakspere,  The  RoyaL     With  Exquisite  Steel   Plates  and  Wood  Engravings. 

Three  Vols.     15s.  each. 

Shakespeare,  CasseU's  Quarto  Edition.  Edited  by  Charles  and  Mary  Cowden 

Cl.^rke,  and   containing  about   600    Illustrations   by    H.    C.    Selou.s.     Complete  in 

Three  Vols.,  cloth  gilt,  £2,  3S- — Also  published  in  Three  separate  Volumes,  in  cloth, 

viz.  :— The  Comedies,  21s. ;  The  Historical  Plays,  t8s.  6d.  ;  The  Tragedies,  25s. 

Shakespeare,  Miniature.      Illustrated.      In  Twelve  Vols.,  in  box,   12s.  ;    or  in 

Reel  Pa.-.te  Grain  (box  to  match),  with  spring  catch,  lettered  in  gold,  21s. 

Shakespearean  Scenes  and  Characters.     Illustrative  of  Thirty  Plays  of  Shake- 
speare.    With  Thirty  Steel  Plates  and  Ten  Wood  Engravings.     The  Text  written  by 

Austin  Hkereton.     Royal  4to,  215. 

Sketching  from  Nat'.ire  in  Water  Colours.     By  Aaron  Penley.    With  Illus- 
trations in  Chronio-Litho^raphy.     15s. 

Skin  and  Hair,  The  Management  of  the.    By  Malcolm  Morris,  F.  R.C.S.    as. 

Sonnets  and  Quatorzains.     By  Chkvs,  M.A.  (O.xon).     5s. 

Standards,  Local  Dual     By  John  Henry  Norman,     is. 

Steam  Engine,  The  Theory  and  Action  of  the :  for  Practical  Men. .  By  W.  H 

Nokthcott,  C. E.     3s.  d\. 
Stock  Exchange  Year-Book,  The.     By  Thomas  Sklnner.     12s.  6d. 
Summer  Tide,  Little  Folks  Holiday  Number,     is. 
Sunlight  and  Shade.     Wiih  numerous  Exquisite  Engravings.     7s.  6d. 
Surgery,  Memorials  of  the  Craft  of,  in  England.      With  an  Introduction  by 

Sir  Ja.mes  Pa'.et.     21-. 
Thackeray,  Character  Sketches  from.      Six  New  and  Original  Drawings  L) 

Frederick   Barnard,  reproduced  in  Photogravure.     21s. 
Thorah,  The  Yoke  of  the.  A  Novel.  By  Sidney  Luska.  Boards,  2s. ;  cloth.  33.  6c. 
Three  and  Sixpenny  Library  of  Standard  Tales,  &c.    All  Illustrated  and  bonne 

in  cloth  gilt.     Crown  ovo.     3s.  6d.  each. 

Jane  Austen  and  her  Works.  i  Pe?^y  Oplivie's  Inheritance. 

Mission  Life  in  Gi-eece  and  Palestine.  Tlie  Famil.v  Honour. 

The  Romance  of  Trade.  Esther  West. 

The  Three  Homes.  Working  to  Win. 

Deepdale  Vicarage.  1  Krilof  and    his    Fables.      By   W.    R    S 

In  Duty  Bound.  Ralston.  M.A. 

The  Half  Sisters.  I  Fairy  Tales.    By  Prof.  Morley. 

Tot  Book  for  all  Public  Examinations.     By  W.  S.  Tho.mson,  M..A.     is. 
Town  Holdings,     is. 


Selections  from  Cassell  rfr  Cofupanfs  Publications. 


Tragedy  of  Brinkwater,  The.  A  Novel.    By  Martha  L.  Moodey.     Boards,  2s. ; 

cloth,  •:?s.  6d. 

Tragic  Mystery,  A.  A  Novel.  By  Julian  Hawthorne.  Boards,  2S. ;  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Treasure  Island.     By  R.  L.  Stevenson.     Illustrated.  53. 

Tree   Painting  in  Water   Colours.       By  W.    H.   J.  Boot.      With  Eighteen 

Coloured  Plates,  and  valuable  instructions  by  the  Artist."     5s. 
Trees,  Familiar.     By  G.  S.  Boulger,  F.L.S.,  F.G.S.     Two  Series.     With  Forty 
full-page  Coloured  Plates,  from  Original  Paintings  by  W.  H.  J.  Boot.    12s.  6d.  each. 

Twenty  Photogravures  of  Pictures  in  the   Salon   of  1885,   by  the  leading 

Prench  Artists.  In  Portfolio.  Only  a  limited  number  of  copies  have  been  produced, 
terms  for  which  can  be  obtained  of  all  Booksellers. 

"Unicode":    The  Universal   Telegraphic   Phrase  Book.      Pocket  and  Desk 

Editions.     2s  6d.  each. 

United  States,  Cassell's  History  of  the.  By  the  late  Edmund  Ollier.  With  600 

Illustrations.     Three  Vols.    9s.  each. 

United  States,  The  Youth's  History  of.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis.     Illustrated. 

Four  Vols.     36s. 

Universal    History,    Cassell's    Illustrated.      With    nearly    One   Thousand 

Illustrations.  Vol.  I.  Early  and  Greek  History.— Vol.  II.  The  Roman  Period.— 
Vol.  III.  The  Middle  Ages.— Vol.  IV.  Modern  History,     gs.  each. 

Vaccination  Vindicated.  An  Answer  to  the  leading  Anti- Vaccinators.  By  John 
C.  McVail,  M.D.,  D.P.H.  Camb.    5s. 

Veiled  Beyond,  The.    A  Novel.     By  S.  B.  Alexandkr.     Cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Vicar  of  Wakefield  and  other  Works   by  Oliver  Goldsmith.     Illustrated. 

3s.  6d.  ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  ss. 
Water-colour  Painting,  A  Course  of.      With  Twenty-four  Coloured  Plates  by 
R.  P.  Leitch,  and  full  Instructions  to  the  Pupil.     5s. 

What  Girls  Can  Do.     By  Phyllis  Browne.    2s.  6d. 

Who  is  John  Noman  ?    A  Novel.     By  Charles  Henry  Beckett.     Boards,  2s. ; 

Cloth,  3s.  ed. 
Wild  Birds,  Familiar.     By  W.  Swaysland.      Four  Series.     With  40  Coloured 

Plates  in  each.     12s.  6d.  each. 
Wild  Flowers,  Familiar.     By  F.  E.  Hulme,  F.L.S.,  F.S.A.     Five  Series.     With 

40  Coloured  Plates  in  each.     12s.  6d.  each. 

Wise  Woman,  The.     By  George  Macdonald.    2s.  6d, 

Woman's  World,  The.    Yearly  Volume.     i8s. 

World  of  Wit  and  Humour,  The.   With  400  Illustrations.     Cloth,  7s.  6d.  ;  cloth 

gilt,  gilt  edges,  los.  6d. 
World  of  Wonders,  The.     Two  Vols.     With  400  Illustrations.     7s.  6d.  each. 
World's  Lumber  Room,  The.     By  Selina  Gaye,     Illustrated.     2s.  6d. 
Yule  Tide.    Cassell's  Christmas  Annual,     is. 

ILLUSTRATED  MAGAZINES. 
The    Quiver^  for  Stmffay  and  General  Jtcading.     Monthly,  6d. 

CasselVs  Family  Magazine,    Monthly,  yd. 

"  Little  Folks  '^  Magazine.    Monthly,  6d. 

The  Magazine  of  Art.    Monthly,  is. 

The  Woman's  World,    Monthly,  is. 

CasselVs  Saturday  Journal.    Weekly,  id. ;  Monthly,  6d. 

♦.♦  Full  particulars  of  CASSELL  &  COMPANY'S  Monthly  Serial  Publications 

will  be  found  in  Cassell  &  Company's  COMPLETE  CATALOGUE. 

Catalogues  of  Cassell  &  Company's  Publications,  which  may  be  had  at  all 
Booksellers',  or  will  be  sent  post  free  on  application  to  the  Publishers  :— 
Cassell's    Complete    Catalogue,    containing    particulars    of    One    Thousand 

Volumes. 
Cassell's  Classified  Catalogue,  in  which  their  Works  are  arranged  according 

to  price,  from  Threepence  to  Twenty-five  Guineas. 
Cassell's    Educational    Catalogue,    containing    particulars    of    Cassell    & 
Company's  Educational  Works  and  Students'  Manuals. 

CASSELL  &  COMPANY,  Limited,  Ludgate  Hill,  London. 


Selections  from  Cassell  <t  Company's  Publications. 


Bible,  The  Crown  Illustrated.     With  about  i.ooo  Original  Illustrations.     With 

References,  Sec.     1,248  pages,  crown  410,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
Bible,    Cassell's   Illustrated    Family.     With  900  Illustrations.      Leather,   gilt 

edges,  £2  los.  ;  full  morocco,  £2,  ids. 

Bible  Dictionary,  Cassell's.     With  nearly  600  Illustrations.     7s.  6d.  ;   roxburgh, 

los.  6d. 
Bible  Educator,  The.     Edited  by  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  Plumptre,  D.  D.     With 

Illustrations,  Maps,  &c.     Four  Vols.,  cloth,  6s.  each- 
Bible  Work  at  Home  and  Abroad.     Yearly  Volume,  3s. 
Bible  Talks  about  Bible  Pictures.     Illustrated  by  Gustave  DoKfi  and  others. 

Large  410,  5s. 

Bunyan'8  Pilgrim's  Progress  (Cassell's  Illustrated).    4to.    7s.  6d. 
Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress.     With  Illustrations.     Popular  Edition,  3s.  6d. 

Child's  Life  of  Christ,  The.     Complete  in  One  Handsome  Volume,  uith  about 

200  Original  Illustrations.     Demy  4to,  gilt  edges,  21s. 
Child's  Bible,  The.    With  200  Illustrations.    Demy  4to,  830  pp.    145/'^  Thousand. 

Cheap  Edition,  7s.  6d. 

Commentary,    The   New   Testament,  for  English  Readers.    Edited   by  the 

Rt.  Rev.  C.  J.  Ellicott,  D.D.,  Lord   Bishop  of  Gloucester  and   Bristol.     In  Three 
Volumes,  21s.  each. 

VoL      I.— The  Four  Gospels. 

Vol.    II.— The  Acts,  Romans,  Corinthians,  Qalatians. 

Vol.  III.— The  remaining  Books  of  the  New  Testament. 

Commentary,  The  Old  Testament,  for  English  Readers.    Edited  by  the  Rl 

Rev.  C.  J.  Ellicott,  D.D.,   Lord  Bishop  of  Gloucester  and  Bristol.      Complete  in 

5  Vols.,  21s.  each. 
Vol.    I.— Genesis  to  Numbers.  I  Vol.  III.— Kingrs  I.  to  Esther. 

Vol.  II.— Deuteronomy  to  Samuel  II.  |  Vol.   IV.— Job  to  Isaiah. 

Vol.  v.— Jeremiah  to  Malachi. 

Dictionary  of  Religion,  The.  An  Encyclopaedia  ot  Christian  and  other 
Religious  Doctrines,  Denominations,  Sects,  Heresies,  Ecclesiastical  Terms,  History, 
Biography,  &c  &c.  By  the  Rev.  William  Benha.m,  B.D.    Cloth.  21s.  ;  roxburgh,  25s. 

Dore  Bible.  With  230  Illustrations  by  Gustave  DoRfi.  Original  Edition. 
Two  Vols.,  cloth,  £fi  ;  best  morocco,  gilt  edges,  £15. 

Early  Days  of  Christianity,  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D.,  F.  R.S. 
Library  Edition.     Two  Vols.,  24s.  ;  morocco,  £■2  2s. 

Popular  Edition.      Complete  in  One  Volume,   cloth,   6s.  ;    cloth,   gilt   edges, 
7s.  6d.  ;  Persian  morocco,  los.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  15s. 
Family  Prayer-Book,  The.     Edited  by  Rev.  Canon  Garbett,  M.A.,  and  Rev. 
S.  Martin.     Extra  crown  4to,  cloth,  5s.  ;  morocco,  18s. 

Geikie,  Cunningham,  D.D.,  Works  by:— 

The  Holy  Land  and  the  Bible.   A  Book  of  Scripture  Illustrations  gathered  in  Palestine.    With 

Map.     Two  Vols.     24s. 
Hours  with  the  Bible.    Six  Vols.    6s.  each. 
Entering  on  Life.    3s.  6d. 
The  Precious  Promises.    2s.  6d. 
The  English  Keformation.    5s. 
Old  Testament  Characters.    6s. 
The  Life  and  Words  of  Christ.    Illustrated     Two  Vols.,  cloth,  30s.     T.ibrary  Edition,  Two 

Vols.,  cloth,  30s.     Students'  Edition,  Two  Vols..  16s.    Cheip  Edition,  in  One  VoL   7s.  6d. 

Glories  of  the  Man  of  Sorrows,  The.  Sermons  preached  at  St.  James's, 
Piccadilly.     By  the  Rev.  H.  G.  Bonavia  Hunt,   Mus.D.,  F.R.S.Edin.     2s.  6d. 

Gospel  of  Grace,  The.     By  a  Lindesie.     Cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Helps  to  Belief.  A  Series  of  Helpful  Manuals  on  the  Religious  Difficulties  of  the 
Day.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  Teign.mouth  Shore,  M. A.,  Chaplain  in  Ordinary  to 
the  Queen.     Cloth,  is.  each.  r 

Creation.    By  the  Lord  Bishop  of  Carlisle.      1    The  Morality  of  the  Old  Testament.  By 
Miracles.       By   the    K.ev.  Brownlow  Mait-  the  Rev.  Newman  Smyth,  D.D. 

PRAYEic    By  the  Bev.  T.  Teignmouth  Shore.    '    The  Divinity  of  Our  Lord.    By  the  Lord 
jj_^  I  Bishop  of  Derry. 

The  atonement.    By  the  Lord  Bishop  of  Peterborough. 
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Selections  from   Cnssell  A-  Co7n parly's  Publications. 


"iilLS  Soul.    By  the  Rev.  P.  B.  Power,  M.A. 

My  Q-rowth  in  Divine    Life.     By  the    Rev. 

Prebendary  Reynolds,  M.A. 
My  Hereafter.    By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  Bicker- 

steth. 
My  Walk  with  God.     By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean 

Montgomery. 
My  Aids  to  the  Divine  Life.     By  the  Very 

Rev.  Dean  Boyle. 
My  Sources  of  Strength.    By  the  Rev.  E.  E. 

Jenkins,    M.A.,    Secretary    of    the    Wesleyan 

Missionary  Society. 


"Heart  Chords."  A  Series  of  Works  by  Eminent  Divines.  Bound  in  cloth,  red 
edges,  IS.  each. 

My  Father.  By  the  Right  Rev.  Ashton  Oxenden, 
late  Bishop  of  Montreal. 

My  Bible.  By  the  Rt.  Rev.  W.  Boyd  Carpenter, 
Bishop  of  Ripon. 

My  Work  for  God.  By  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop 
Cotterill. 

My  Object  in  Life.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon 
Farrar,  D.D. 

My  Aspirations.   By  the  Rev.  G.  Matheson,  D.D. 

My  Emotional  Life.  By  the  Rev.  Preb.  Chad- 
wick,  D.D. 

My  Body.    By  the  Rev.  Prof.  W.  G.  Blaikie,  D.D. 

Holy  Land  and  the  Bible,  The.  A  Book  of  Scripture  Illustrations  gathered  in 
Palestine.  By  the  Rev.  Cunningham  Geikie,  D.D.  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  1,120 
pages,  with  Map.     Price  24s. 

"I  Must."  Short  Missionary  Bible  Readings.  By  Sophia  M.  Nugent. 
Enamelled  cover,  6d.  ;   cloth,  gilt  edges,  is. 

Life  of  Christ,  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D.,  F.R.S.,  Chaplain 
in  Ordinary  to  the  Queen. 

Illustrated  Edition,  with  about  300  Original  Illustrations.      Extra  crown  4to, 
cloth,  gilt  edges,  21s.  ;  morocco  antique,  42s. 

Library  Edition.     Two  Vols.     Cloth,  24s. ;  morocco,  42s. 

Popular  Edition,  in  One  Vol.    8vo,  cloth,  6s.;    cloth,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d.  ;    Persian 
morocco,  gilt  edges,  los.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  15s. 

Luther,  Martin:  his  Life  and  Times.    By  Peter  Bayne,  LL.D.    Two  Vols., 

demy  8vo,  1,040  pages,  cloth,  24s. 

Marriage  Ring,  The.  By  William  Landels,  D.D.  Bound  in  white 
leatherette,  gilt  edges,  in  box,  6s.  ;  French  morocco,  8s.  6d. 

Moses   and  Geology ;    or,  The  Harmony  of  the  Bible  with  Science.     By 

the  Rev.  Samuel  Kinns,  Ph.D.,  F.R.A.S.     Illustrated.     Cheap  Edition.     6s. 

Protestantism,  The  History  of.  By  the  Rev.  J.  A.  Wylie,  LL.D.  Containing 
upwards  of  600  Original  Illustrations.     Three  Vols.,  27s.  ;  Library  Edition,  30s. 

Quiver  Yearly  Volume,  The.     With  250  high-class  Illustrations.     7s.  6d.     Also 

Monthly,  6d. 

St.  George  for  England ;  and  other  Sermons  preached  to  Children.  Fifth 
Edition.     By  the  Rev.  T.  Teignmouth  Shore,  M.A.     5s. 

St.  Paul,  The  Life  and   Work  of.      By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D., 
F.R.S.,  Chaplain  in  Ordinary  to  the  Queen. 
Library  Edition.     Two  Vols.,  cloth,  24s.  ;  calf,  42s. 
Illustrated   Edition,  complete   in   One   Volume,  with  about   300  Illustrations, 

£,\  IS.  ;  morocco,  £,1  2s. 
Popular    Edition.      One   Volume,    8vo,    cloth,    6s.  ;    cloth,    gilt    edges,  7s.   6d.  ; 
Persian  morocco,  los.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  15s. 

Secular  Life,  The  Gospel  of  the.  Sermons  preached  at  Oxford.  By  the  Hon. 
W.  H.  Fremantle,  Canon  of  Canterbury.     5s. 

Shall  We  Know  One  Another?  By  the  Rt.  Rev.  J.  C.  Ryle,  D.D.,  Bishop  of 
Liverpool.     JSletv  a7ui  Enlarged  Edition.     Cloth  limp,  is. 

Twilight  of  Life,  The.     Words  of  Counsel  and  Comlort  lor  the  Aged.    By 

John  Ellerton,  M.A.     is.  6d. 
Voice  of  Time,  The     By  John  Stroud.     Cloth  gilt,  is. 


Selections  from   Caswell  d-   Conipnvy'i   Puhh'cnt'oiis. 

Cburattonal  Morka  anb  .^tubmts*  Manuals. 

Alphabet,  Cassell's  Pictorial      Size,  35  inches  by  42^  inches.      Mounted  on 

Linen,  with  rollers.      3>.  6d. 

Arithinetics,  The  Modem  School    By  George  Ricks,  B.Sc.  Lond.    With  Test 

Cards.     (List  on  application.) 

Book-Keeping.     By  Theodore  Jones.     For  Schools,  2s. ;  or  cloth,  3s.    For 

THE  MiLi,ioN,  2s.  ;  Or  cloth,  3s.     Books  for  Jones's  System,  Ruled  Sets  of,  2S. 
Chemistry,  The  Public  School     By  J.  H.  Andekson,  M.A.     2s.  6d. 
Commentary,   The  New  Testament.      Edited  by  Bishop  Ellicott.      Handy 

Volume  Edition.     Suiuble  for  School  and  general  use. 


St.  Matthew.    3s.  6d. 

St.  Mark.    3s. 

St.  Ijuke.    3S.  6d. 

St.  John.    3s.  6d. 

The  Acts    of  the    Apostles. 


Titus,  Philemon,   Hebrews, 

and  James.    ^ 
Peter,  Jude,  and  John.    3s. 
The  Revelation.    3s. 
An  Introduction  to  the  New 

Testament.    2s  6d. 


Bomans.    2s  6d. 
Corinthians  I.  and  II.    3s. 
Galatians,    Ephesians,    and 

Philippians.    3s. 
Colossians,      Thessalonians, 
3s.  6d.  *  j         and  Timothy.    3s. 

Commentary,  Old  Testament     Edited  by  Bishop  Ellicott.     Handy  Volume 

Edition.     Suitable  for  School  and  general  use. 
Genesis.    3s.  6d.  I        Leviticus.    3s.  I  Deuteronomy.    2s.  6d. 

Exodus.    3s.  I        Numbers.    2s.  6d.  | 

Copy-Books,  Cassell's  Graduated.  Complete  in  18  Books.  2d.  each. 
Copy-Books,  The  Modem  School  Complete  in  12  Books.  2d.  each. 
Drawing  Copies,  Cassell's  "  New  Standard."    Fourteen  Books. 

Books  A  to  F,  for  Standards  \.  to  IV 2d.  each. 

-     „       G,  H,  K,  L,  M,  O,  for  Standards  V.  to  VII 3d.  each. 

„        N,  P, 4d.  each. 

Drawing  Copies,  Cassell's  Modem  School  Freehand.    First  Grade,  is.  ;  Second 

Grade,  2S. 

Electricity,  Practical.     By  Prof.  W.  E  Ayrtox.     7s.  6d. 

Energy  and  Motion :  A  Text-Book  of  Elementary  Mechanics.    By  William 

Paice,  M.A.     Illu5irated.     is.  6d. 
English  Literature,  A  First  Sketch  of,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present 

Time.     By  Prof.  He.sry  .Morley.     7s.  6d. 

Euclid,  CasseU's.     Edited  by  Prof.  Wallace.  M.A.     is. 

Euclid,  The  First  Four  Books  ot     In  paper,  6d.  ;  cloth,  9d. 

French  Reader,  CasseU's  Public  School.     By  Guillaume  S.  Conrad.    2s.  6d. 

French,  CasseU's  Lessons  in.     New  and  Revised  Edition.   Parts  I.  and  II.,  each 

2S.  6d.  ;  complete,  4s.  6d.     Key,  is.  6d. 

French-EngUsh  and  English-French  Dictionary.    Entirely  New  and  Enlarged 

Edition.     1. 1 50  pages,  8vo.  cloth.  3.S.  6d. 

Galbraith  and  Haughton's  Scientific  Manuals.     By  the  Rev.  Prof.  Galbraith, 
M.A.,  and  the  Rev.  P-  f.  HAtCHTO.N,  .M.D.,  D.C.L. 


Arithmetic.    3s.  6d. 

Plane  Trigonometry.    2s.  6d. 

EueUd.    Books  I.,  II.,  III.    2S.  6d.     Boolcs  IV., 

v..  VI.     2S.  6d. 
Mathematical  Tables.    3s.  6d. 
Mechanics.    3s.  6d. 


Natural  Philosophy.    3s.  6d. 

Optics.    2s.  6<L 

HTydrostatics.    3s.  6d. 

Astronomy.    5s. 

Steam  Engine.    3s.  6d. 

Algebra.    Part  I.,  cloth,  as.  6d.     Complete,  7s.  6d. 


Tides  and  Tidal  Currents,  with  Tidal  Cards,  3s. 

Geometry,  First  Elements  of  Experimental,    By  Paul  Bert.  Fully  Illustrated. 

IS.  6d. 
Geometry,  Practical  Solid.     By  Major  Ross,  R.E.     2s. 
German  of  To-Day.     By  Dr.  Heine.mann.     is.  6d. 
German-English  and  English-German  Dictionary.    3s.  6d. 
German  Reading,  First  Lessons  in.     By  A.  Jagst.     Illustrated,     is. 
Handbook  of  New  Code  of  Regulations.     By  John  F.  Moss.     is.  ;  cloth,  2s. 
Historical  Course  for  Schools,  CasseU'a     Illustrated  throughout.     I,— Stories 

from   English    History,    is.       II. — The  Simple   Outline  of  English  History,    is.    3d. 

III. — The  Class  History  of  England,  2s.  6d. 

Historical  Cartoons,    CasseU's  Coloured.      Size  45  in.   X  35  in.       2s.  each. 

Mounted  on  canvas  and  varnished,  with  rollers,  5s.  each. 

Latin-EngUsh  Dictionary,  CasseU's.    Thoroughly  revised  and  corrected,  and  in 
part  re-written  by  J.  R.  V.  Marchant,  M.A.     3s.  6d. 


Selections  from  Cassell  ds  Cofnfany's  Publications. 


Latin-English  and  English-Latin  Dictionary.     By  J.   R.  Beard,  D.D.,  and  C. 

Beard,  B.A.     Crown  8vo,  914  pp.,  3s.  6d. 
Latin  Primer,  The  New.     By  Prof.  J.  P.  Pcstgate.     2s.  6d, 
Laws  of  Every-Day  Life.    For  the  Use  of  Schools.    By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster. 

IS.  6d. 
Lay  Texts    for  the  Young-,    in   English  and   French.     By   Mrs.   Richard 

Strachey.     2s.  6d.  [is.  6d. 

Little  Folks'  History  of  England.  By  Isa  Craig-Knox.  With  30  Illustrations. 
Making  of  the  Home,  The  :  A  Book  of  Domestic  Economy  for  School  and  Home 

Use.     By  Mrs.  Samuel  A.  Barnett.     is.  6d. 

Marlborough  Books. 

Arithmetic  Examples.    3s.  I  French  Exercises.    3s.  6d. 

Arithmetic  Hules.    is.  6d.  |  French  Grammar.    2s.  6d. 

German  Grammar.    3s.  6d. 

Mechanics  and  Machine  Design,   Numerical  Examples  in  Practical.     By 

R.  G.  Blaine,  M.E.     With  Diagrams.     Cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Music,  An  Elementary  Manual  of.    By  Henry  Leslie,     is. 

PopvQar  Educator,  Cassell's.     New  aiid  Thoroughly  Revised  Edition.     Illustrated 

throughout.     Complete  in  Six  Vols.,  55.  each  ;  or  in  Three  Vols.,  half  calf,  42s.  the  set. 
Readers,   Cassell's   "Higher  Class":— "The  World's   Lumber  Room,"   Illus- 
trated, 2s.  6d.  ;    "  Short  Studies  from   Nature,"    Illustrated,   2s.  6d.  ;    "  The  World 

in  Pictures."     (Ten  in  Series.)     Cloth,  2s.  each. 
Readers,  Cassell's  Readable.      Carefully  graduated,  extremely  interesting,  and 

illustrated  throughout.     (List  on  appHcation.) 
Readers,  Cassell's  Historical.     Illustrated  throughout,  printed  on  superior  paper, 

and  strongly  bound  in  cloth.     (List  on  application.) 
Readers  for  Infant   Schools,  Coloured.     Three   Books.      Each  containing  48 

pages,  including  8  pages  in  colours.     4d.  each. 
Reader,  The  Citizen.     By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster,     With  Preface  by  the  late 

Rt.  Hon.  W.  E.  Forster,  M.P.     is.  6d. 
Readers,  The  Modern  Geographical.    Illustrated  throughout,  and  strongly  bound 

in  cloth.     {List  on  application.') 
Readers,  The  Modern  School.     Illustrated.     {List  on  application.') 
Reading  and  Spelling  Book,  Cassell's  Illustrated,    is. 
School  Bank  Manual,  A.     By  Agnes  Lambert.    6d. 
Shakspere  Reading  Book,  The.     By  H.  Courthope  Bowen,  M.A.    Illustrated. 

3s.  6d.     Also  issued  in  Three  Books,  is.  each 
Shakspere's  Plays  for  School  Use.     s  Books.     Illustrated,    6d.  each. 
"Slbjd,"  as  a  means  of  Teaching  the  Essential  Elements  of  Education. 

By  Emily  Lord.     6d. 
Spelling,  A  Complete  Manual  of.     By  J.  D,  Morelk,  LL.D.     is. 
Technical  Manuals,  Cassell's.     Illustrated  throughout : — 

Handrailing  and  Staircasing.    3s.  6d. 
Bricklayers,  Drawing  for.    3s. 


Building  Construction.    2s. 
Cabinet-Makers,  Drawing  for.    3s. 
Carpenters  &  Joiners,  Drawing  for.  3s.  6d. 
Gothic  Stonework,    ^s. 
Linear  Drawing  &  Practical  Geometry.  2s. 
Linear   Drawing    and    Projection.      The 

Two  Vols,  in  One,  3s.  6d. 
Metal-Plate  Workers,  Drawing  for.    3s. 


Machinists  &  Engineers,  Drawing  for.  4s.  6d. 

Model  Drawing.    3s. 

Orthographical  and  Isometrieal  Projec- 
tion.   2S. 

Practical  Perspective.    3s. 

Stonemasons,  Drawing  for.    3s. 

Applied  Mechanics.  By  Sir  R.  S.  Ball 
LL.D.    2S. 

Systematic  Drawing  and  Shading.  By 
Charles  Ryan.    2s. 


Technical  Educator,  Cassell's.     Illustrated  throughout.     Popular  Edition.    Four 

Vols.,  5s.  each. 
Technology,   Manuals   of.      Edited  by  Prof.  Ayrton,   F.R.S,,    and  Richard 

Wormell,  D.Sc,  M.A.     Illustrated  throughout. 


The  Dyeing  of  Textile  Fabrics.    By  Prof. 

Hummel,     ss. 
Watch  and  Clock  Making,    By  D.  Glasgow. 

4S.  6d. 
Steel  and  Iron.    By  Prof.  W.  H.  Greenwood, 

F.C.S.,  M.I.C.E.,&c.    5s. 
Spinning  Woollen  and  Worsted.     By  W. 

"    "cLa 


Design  in  Textile  Fabrics.  By  T.  R.  Ashen- 
hurst.    4S.  6d. 

Practical  Mechanics.  By  Prof.  Perry,  M.E. 
3S.  6d. 

Cutting  Tools  Worked  by  Hand  and  Ma- 
chine.    By  Prof.  Smith.     3s.  6d. 


S.  McLaren,  M.P.    4s.  6d 

A  Prospectus  on  application. 
Test  Cards,  Cassell's  Combination.     In  sets,  is.  each. 
Test  Cards,  Cassell's  Modern  School.     In  sets,  is.  each. 
A  Copy  of  Cassell  and  Company's  Complete  Catalogue  will 
be  forwarded  post  free  on  application. 


Selections  from  Cassell  <k  Company's  Publications. 


ISooks  for  ^0un0  ^t^i^Xt. 

"Little  Folks"  Half-Yearly  Volume.     With  200  Illustrations,  with  Pictures  in 

Colour.     Boards,  3s.  6d.  ;  or  cloth  gilt.  5s. 
Bo-Peep.      A   Book  for  the   Little  Ones.      With   Original    Stories  and   Verses. 

Illustrated  throughout.     Yearly  Volume.     Boards,  2s.  6d.  ;  cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d, 
Every-day  Heroes.     By  Laura  Lane.     Illustrated.     Cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Legends  for  LioneL     New  Picture  Book  by  Walter  Crane,     5s, 
Flora's  Feast.      A  Masque  of  Flowers.      Penned  and    Pictured  by  Walter 

Crane.     With  40  pages  in  Colours.     5s. 
The  New  Children's  Alb\un.  Fcap.  410,  320  pages.  Illustrated  throughout.  3s.  6d. 
The  Tales  of  the  Sixty  Mandarins.     By  P.  V.  Ramaswami  Raju.    With  an 

Introduction  by  Prof.  Henry  Mokley.     Illustrated.     5s. 
Sunday  School  Reward  Books.      By   Popular  Authors.      With  Four  Original 
Illustrations  in  each.     Cloth  gilt,  is.  6d.  each. 


Seeking  a  City. 
Rhoda's  Reward;    or,  " 

Horses." 
Jack  Marston's  Anchor. 
Prank's     Ldfe-Battle ;      1 

Friends. 


If  Wishes  were 


The     Three 


Rags  and  Rainbows:    a  Story  of  Thanks- 

giving. 
Dncle  William's  Charge;  or.  The  Broken 

Trust. 
Pretty    Pink's    Pui-pose;    or.    The    Little 

Street  Merchants. 


Golden  Mottoes"  Series,  The.     Each  Book  containing  208  pages,  with  Four 
full-page  Original  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  2s.  each. 

By  Jeanie   Hering 


"  Nil  Desperandum."  By  the  Rev.  F.  Lang- 
bridge,  M.A. 

"Bear  and  Forbear."  By  Sarah  Pitt. 

"Foremost  if  I  Can."  By  Helen  Atteridge. 


Honour  is  my  Guide." 

(  Mrs.  Adams-Acton). 
Aim  at  a  Sure  End."   By  Emily  Searchfield. 
He  Conquers  who  Endures."  By  the  Author 

of  "  May  Cunninghams  Trial,"  &c. 


The  "  Proverbs  "  Series.  Consisting  of  a  New  and  Original  Series  of  Stories  by 
Popular  Authors,  founded  on  and  illustrating  well-known  Proverbs.  With  Four  Illus- 
trations in  each  Book,  printed  on  a  tint.     Crown  8vo,  160  pages,  cloth,  is.  6d.  each. 


Fritters ;  or,  "  It's  a  Long  Lane  that  has 
no  Turning."    By  Sarah  Pitt. 

Trixy;  or,  "Those  who  Live  in  Glass 
Houses  shouldn't  throw  Stones."  By 
Maggie  Symington. 

The  Two  Hardcastles ;  or,  "  A  Friend  in 
Need  is  a  Friend  Indeed."  By  Made- 
line Bonavia  Hunt. 


Major  Monk's  Motto;  or,  "Look  Before 
you  Leap."    By  the  Rev.  F.  Langbridge. 

Tim  Thomson's  Trial;  or,  "  All  is  not  Gold 
that  Glitters."     By  George  Weatherly. 

Ursula's  StumbUng  -  Block ;  or,  "  Pride 
comes  before  a  Fall."    By  Julia  Goddard. 

Ruth's    Life -Work;    or,  "No    Pains, 


Gains."    By  the  Rev.  Joseph  Johnson. 


no 


The  "Cross  and  Crown"  Series.  Consisting  of  Stories  founded  on  incidents 
which  occurred  during  Religious  Persecutions  of  Past  Days.  With  Illustrations  in 
each  Book.       2s.  6d.  each. 


By  Fire  and  Sword:  a  Story  of  the 
Huguenots.     By  Thomas  Archer. 

Adam  Hepburn's  Vow:  a  Tale  of  Kirk 
and  Covenant.    By  Annie  S.  Swan. 

No.  XIII  ;  or.  The  Story  of  the  Lost 
VestaL  A  Tale  of  Early  Christian  Days. 
By  Emma  MarshalL 


Strong  to  Suffer:    A  Story  of  the  Jews. 

By  E.  Wynne. 
Heroes  of  the  Indian  Empire ;   or.  Stories 

of  Valour  and  Victory.    By  Ernest  Foster. 
In   Letters    of    Flame  :      A    Story    of    the 

Waldenses.      By  C.  L.  Mateaux. 
Through  Trial   to    Triumph.     By  Madeline 

B.  Hunt. 


The  World's  Workers.    A  Series   of 

Authors.     With  Portraits  printed  on  a 

The  Earl  of  Shaftesbury.     By  Henry  Frith. 
Sarah  Robinson,  Agnes  Weston,  and  Mrs. 

Meredith.     By  Ei  M.  Tomkinson. 
Thomas    A.  Edison    and    Samuel   F.    B. 

Morse.      By  Dr.   Denslow    and    J.   Marsh 

Parker. 
Mrs.  Somerville  and  Mary  Carpenter.  By 

Phyllis  Browne. 
General  Gordon.    By  the  Rer.  S.  A.  Swaine. 
Charles  Dickens.    By  his  Eldest  Daughter. 
Sir  Titufl  Salt  and  George  Moore.    By  J. 

Burnley. 
Florence  Nightingale,  Catherine  Marsh, 

Frances  Ridley  Havergal,  Mrs.  Ran- 

yard("Ii.N.  a."J     By  Lizzie  AUdridge. 


New  and    Original  Volumes    by  Popular 
tint  as  Frontispiece,     is.  each. 

Dr.  Guthrie,  Father  Mathew,  Elihu   Bur- 

ritt,  Joseph  Livesey.     By  the  Rev.  J.  W. 

Kirton. 
Sir  Henry  Havelock  and  Colin  Campbell, 

Lord  Clyde.    By  E.  C.  PhUlips. 
Abraham  Lincoln.    By  Ernest  Foster. 
David  Livingstone.    By  Robert  Smiles. 
George    Mufler    and    Andrew   Reed.      Bjr 

E.  R.  Pitman. 
Richard  Cobden.    By  R.  Cowing. 
Benjamin  Franklin.    By  E.  M.  Tomkinson. 
Handel.     By  Eliza  Clarke. 

Turner  the  Artist.    By  the  Rev.  S.  A.  Swainc. 
George  and  Robert  Stephenaon.    By  C  L. 

•Uttoux. 


Selections  from  Cassell  <fc  Company's  Publications. 


Five  SMlling  Books  for  Young  People. 

gilt,  5S.  each. 
The  Palace  Beautiful.    By  L.  T.  Meade. 
"Follow  my  Leader;"   or,    the    Boys  of 

Templeton.     By  Talbot  Baines  R^ed. 
For  Fortune   and  Glory;   a  Story  of  the 

Soudan  "War.    By  Lewis  Hough. 
Under  Bayard's  Banner.    By  Henry  Frith. 


The  Romance  of  Invention.    By  Jas.  Burnley. 


With  Original  Illustrations.      Cloth 

The  Champion  of  Odin ;  or.  Viking  Life 
in  the  Days  of  Old.  By  J.  Fred.  Hodgetts. 

Bound  by  a  Spell;  or,  the  Hunted  "Witch 
of  the  Forest.    By  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Greene. 

The  King's  Command.  A  Story  for  Grirls. 
By  Maggie  Symington. 


Three  and  Sixpenny  Books  for  Young  People, 

Cloth  gilt,  3S.  6d.  each. 
The  Cost  of  a  Mistake.    By  Sarah  Pitt. 
A  "World  of  Girls  :  A  Story  of  a  School. 

By  L.  T.  Meade. 
On  Board  the  "Esmeralda;"  or,  Martin 

Leigh's  Log.     By  John  C.  Hutcheson. 
Lost    among   "White    Africans  :   A  Boy's 

Adventures  on  the  Upper  Congo.  By 


With  Original   Illustrations. 


David  Ker. 


In  Quest  of  Gold ;  or.  Under  the  "Whanga 

Falls.     By  Alfred  St.  Johnston. 
For    Queen    and    King;     or,    the    Loyal 

'Prentice.    By  Henry  Frith. 
Perils   Afloat  and   Brigands   Ashore.      By 

Alfred  Elwes. 
Freedom's  Sword :  A  Story  of  the  Days  of 

Wallace  and  Bruce.    By  Annie  S.  Swan. 


The   "Boy  Pioneer"  Series.      By  Edward  S.  Ellis.     With  Four  Full-page 

Illustrations  in  each  Book.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2S.  6d.  each. 
Ned  in  the  "Woods.      A  Tale  of  Early  Days    I     Ned  on  the  River.     A  Tale  of  Indian  River 
in  the  West.  |  "Warfare. 

Ned  in  the  Block  House.    A  Story  of  Pioneer  Life  in  Kentucky. 


The  "Log  Cabin "  Series.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis.     With  Four  Full-page  Illus- 
trations in  each.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2S.  6d.  each. 

The  Lost  Trail.  |  Camp-Fire  and  "Wigwam. 

Footprints  in  the  Forest. 


The    "Great  River"    Series.      (Uniform  "with   the    "Log  Cabin"   Series.)     By 
Edward  S.  Ellis.     Illustrated.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  bevelled  boards,  2S.  6d.  each. 
Down  the  Mississippi.  |  Lost  in  the  Wilds. 

Up  the  Tapajos:  or,  Adventures  in  Brazil. 


The  "  Chimes "  Series.     Each  containing  64  pages,  with  Illustrations  on  every 
page,  and  handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  is. 
Bible  Chimes.   Contains  Bible  Verses  for  Every 
Day,  in  the  Month. 


Daily  Chimes.      Verses    from    the 
Eve 


ivery  Day  in  the  Month. 

Sixpenny  Story  Books. 

well-known  Writers. 
The  Smuggler's  Cave, 
Little  Lizzie. 
The  Boat  Club. 
Luke  Barnicott. 


Holy  Chimes.    Verses  for  Every  Sunday  in  the 

Year. 
Old  "World  Chimes.    Verses  from  old  writers  for 

Every  Day  in  the  Month. 


All 


lustrated,   and  containing  Interesting  Stories  by 


Little  Bird. 
Little  Pickles. 
The  Elchester  College 
Boys. 


My  First  Cruise. 

The  Little  Peacemaker. 

The  Delft  Jug. 


Cassell's  Picture  Story  Books.     Each  containing  60   pages  of  Pictures  and 
Stories,  &c.     6d.  each. 

Little  Talks. 
Bright  Stars. 
Nursery  Toys. 
Pet's  Posy. 
Tiny  Talcs. 


Daisy's  Story  Book. 
Dot's  Story  Book. 
A  Nest  of  Stories. 
Good  Night  Stories. 
Chats  for  Small  Chatterers. 


Auntie's  Stories. 
Birdie's  Story  Book. 
Little  Chimes. 
A  Sheaf  of  Tales. 
Dewdrop  Stories. 


Illustrated  Books  for  the  Little  Ones.     Containing  interesting  Stories.     All 


Illustrated,     is.  each. 
Indoors  and  Out. 
Some  Farm  Friends. 
Those  Golden  Sands. 
Little  Mothers  and  their 
Children. 


Our  Pretty  Pets. 
Our  Schoolday  Hours. 
Creatures  Tame. 
Creatures  "Wild. 


Up  and  Down  the  Garden. 
All  Sorts  of  Adventures. 
Our  Sunday  Stories. 
Our  Holiday  Hours. 


Shilling  Story  Books.     All  Illustrated,  and  containing  Interesting  Stories. 


Seventeen  Cats. 
Bunty  and  the  Bo.vs. 
The  Heir  of  Elmdale. 
The  Mystery  at   Shouclilf 

Sch  oL 
Claimed  at  Last,  and  Roy's 

Reward. 
Thorns  and  Tangles. 


The  Cuckoo  in  the  Robin's 
John's  Mistake.  [Nest. 

Diamonds  in  the  Sand. 
Surly  Bob. 
The  History  of  Five  Little 

Pitchers. 
The  Giant's  Cradle. 
Shag  and  DoU. 


Aunt  Lucia's  Locket. 
The  Magic  Mirror. 
The  Cost  of  Revenge. 
Clever  Frank. 
Among  the  Redskins. 
The  Ferryman  of  Brill. 
Harry  Maxwell. 
A  Banished  Monarch. 


Selections  from  Casseil  A:  Company s  Publications. 


Cassell's  CMldren's  Treasuries. 

is  profusely  Illustrated.     Cloth, 

Cock  Hobin,  and  other  Nursery  Bhymes. 
The  Queen  of  Hearts. 
Old  Mother  Hubbard. 
Tuneful  Lays  for  Merry  Days. 
Cheerful  Songs  for  Young  Folks. 
Pretty  Poems  for  Young  People. 
The  Children's  Joy. 


Each  Volume  contains  Stories  or  Poetry,  and 
.  each. 


Pretty  Pictures  and  Pleasant  Stories. 

Our  Picture  Book. 

Tales  for  the  Little  Ones. 

My  Sunday  Book  of  Pictures. 

Sunday  Garland  of  Pictures  and  Stories. 

Sunday  Headings  for  Little  Folks. 


'Little   Folks"  Painting   Books. 

Water-Colour  Painting,      is.  each. 

Fruits  and  Blossoms  for  "  Little  Folks ' 
to  Paint. 

The  "  Little  Folks  " 


With   Te.xt,    and   Outline    Illustrations   for 

'    I    The  "Little  Polks"  Illuminating  Book. 

I    Pictures  toPaint. 
Proverb  Painting  Book. 


Eighteenpenny  Story  Books.     All  Illustrated  throughout. 


"Wee  Willie  Wmkie. 

Ups  and  iJQwns  of  a  Donkoy's  Life. 

Three  "Wee  Ulster  Lassies. 

Up  the  Ladder. 

Dick's  Hero;  and  other  Stories. 

The  Chip  Boy. 

Haggles,  Baggies,  and  the  Emperor. 

Roses  from  Thorns. 

Faith's  Father. 


Tne  Young  Berringtons. 

Jeflf  and  Leff. 

Tom  Morris's  Error. 

Worth  more  than  Gold. 

"Through  Flood— Through  Fire;"  and 

other  Stories. 
The  Girl  with  the  Golden  Locks. 
Stories  of  the  Olden  Time. 


The  "World  in  Pictures"  Series.     Illustrated  throughout     2s,  6d.  each. 


A  Ramble  Round  France. 

AU  the  Russias. 

Chats  about  Germany. 

The  Land  of  the  Pyramids  (Egypt). 

Peeps  into  China. 


The  Eastern  Wonderland  (Japan). 
Glimpses  of  South  America. 
Round  Africa. 

The  Land  of  Temples  (India) 
The  Isles  of  the  Pacific. 


Two-Shilling  Story  Books.     All  Illustrated. 


stories  of  the  Tower. 
Mr.  Burke's  Nieces. 
May  Cunningham's  Trial. 
The  Top  of  the    Ladder : 

How  to  Reach  it. 
Little  Flotsam. 
Madge  and  her  Friends. 


The  CJhildren  of  the  Court. 
A  Moonbeam  Tangle. 
Maid  Marjory. 
The  Four  Cats  of  the  Tip- 

pertons. 
Marion's  Two  Homes. 
Little  Folks'  Sunday  Book. 


Two  Fourpenny  Bits. 

Poor  Nelly. 

Tom  Heriot. 

Aunt  Tabitha'8  Waifs. 

In  Mischief  Again. 

Through  Peril  to  Fortune. 

Peggy,  and  other  Tales. 


The  Magic  Flower  Pot.        |        School  Girls. 


Half-crown  Books. 

Little  Hinges. 

Margaret's  Enemy. 

Pen's  Perplexities. 

Notable  Shipwrecks. 

Golden  Days. 

Wonders  of  Common  Things. 

At  the  South  Pole. 


I    Truth  will  Out. 

Pictures  of  School  Life  and  Boyhood. 
I    The  Young  Man  in  the  Battle  of  Life.    By 
the  Rev.  Dr.  LandeLs. 
The  True  Glory  of  Woman.     By  the  Rev. 

Dr.  Landels. 
The  Wise  Woman.    By  George  Macdonald. 
Soldier  and  Patriot  (George  Washington). 


Picture  Teaching  Series.     Each  book  Illustrated  throughout 

gilt,  coloured  edges,  2S.  6d.  each. 


Fcap.  4to,  cloth 


Through  Picture-Land. 

Picture  Teaching  for  Young  and  Old. 

Picture  Natural  History. 

Scraps    of    Knowledge    for   the    Little 

Ones. 
Great  Lessons  from  Little  Things. 


Woodland  Romances. 

Stories  of  Girlhood. 

Frisk  and  his  Flock. 

Pussy  Tip-Toes'  Pamilv. 

The  Boy  Joiner  and  Afodel  Maker. 

The  Children  of  Holy  Scripture. 


Selections  from  Cassell  ds  Company s  Publications. 


Library  of  Wonders.    Illustrated  Gift-books  for  Boys.     Paper,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 


"Wonders  of  Acoustics. 
Wonderful  Adventures. 
"Wonders  of  Animal  Instinct, 
Wonders  of  Architecture. 


W^onderful  Balloon  Ascents. 
Wonders  of  Bodily  Strength,  and  Skill. 
Wonderfvd  Escapes. 
Wonders  of  Water. 


The  "Home  Chat"  Series.   All  Illustrated  throughout.  Fcap.  4to.  Boards,  3s.  6d. 
each  ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5s.  each. 
Home  Chat.  I  Around  and  About  Old  England. 

Peeps  Abroad    or  Folks  at  Home.  Half-Hours  with  Early  Explorers. 

Decisive  Events  in  History.  |  Paws  and  Claws. 


Books  for  the  Little  Ones.    Fully  Illustrated. 


A  Dozen  and  One;    or.  The   Boys   and 

G-irls    of    Polly's   Ring.       By  Mary  D. 

Brine.    Full  of  Illustrations.    5s. 
The  Merry-go-Round.    Poems  for  Children. 

Illustrated  throughout.    5s. 
Rhymes  for  the  Young  Polk.    By  WiUiam 

AUingham.     Beautifully  Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 
The  Little  Doings  of  some  Little  Folks. 

By  Chatty  Cheerful.     Illustrated.     5s. 
The  Sunday  Scrap  Book.    With  One  Thou- 
sand Scripture  Pictures.    Boards,  5s. ;  cloth, 

7S.  6d. 
Daisy  Dimple's  Scrap    Book.      Containing 

about  1,000  Pictures.    Boards,  5s. ;  cloth  gilt, 

7S.  6d.      ■    *i 
The  History   Scrap  Book.       With  nearly 

1,000  Engravings.    55. ;  cloth,  7S.  6d. 
The  Little  Folks'  Out  and  About  Book. 

By  Chatty  Cheerful.    Illustrated.    5s. 
Myself  and  my  Friends.     By  Olive  Patch. 

With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  4to.     5s. 
A  Parcel  of  Children.  By  Olive  Patch.  With 

numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  4to.    gs. 
Little   Folks'    Picture  Album.     With  168 

Large  Pictures,    ss. 
Little    Folks'   Picture   Gallery.    With  150 

Illustrations.    5s. 


The  Old  Fairy  Tales.  With  Original  Illus- 
trations.   Boards,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

My  Diary.  With  Twelve  Coloured  Plates  and 
366  Woodcuts.    IS. 

Happy  Little  People.  By  Olive  Patch.  With 
Illustrations.    5s. 

"Little  Folks"  Album  of  Music,  The. 
Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 

Cheerful  Clatter.  Nearly  One  Hundred  Full- 
page  Pictures.     3s.  6d. 

Twilight  Fancies.  Full  of  charming  Picture*. 
Boards,  as.  6d. 


Happy  Go  Lucky,    as. 
Daisy  Blue  Eyes.    2s. 
Good  Times,    is.  6d. 


Jolly  Littie  Stories,    is.  6d. 

Our  Little  Friends,    is.  6d. 

Daisy  Dell's  Stories,    is.  6d. 

Little  Toddlers,    is.  6d. 

Wee  Little  Rhymes,    is.  6d. 

Little  One's  Welcome,    is.  6d. 

Little  Gossips,    is.  6d. 

Ding  Dong  Bell.    is.  6d. 

The  Story    of  Robin  Hood.    With  Colou^d'd 

Illustrations,    as.  6d. 
The     Pil^im's     Progress.       With  Coloured 

Illustrations,    as.  6d. 


Books  for  Boys. 

Commodore  Junk.    By  G.  Manville  Fenn.   5s. 

The  Black  Arrow.  A  Tale  of  the  Two  Roses. 
By  R.  L.  Stevenson.     5s. 

Dead  Man's  Rock.    A  Romance.     By  Q.    5s. 

A  Queer  Race.    By  W.  Westall.    5s. 

Captain  Trafalgar.  A  Story  of  the  Mexican 
Gulf.    By  W.  Westall.    Illustrated.    5s. 

Kidnapped.  By  R.  L.  Stevenson.  Illustrated,  gs. 

King  Solomon's  Mines.  By  H.  Rider  Hag- 
gard,   ss. 

Treasure  Island.  By  R.  L.  Stevenson.  With 
Full-page  Illustrations,     ss. 

Ships,  Sailors,  and  the  Sea.  By  R.  J. 
Cornewall-Jones.    Illustrated,    ss. 


The  Phantom  City.    By  W.  Westall.    55. 

Famous  Sailors  of  Former  Times,  His- 
tory of  the  Sea  Fathers.  By  Clements 
Markham.    Illustrated.    2s.  6d. 

Modern  Explorers.  By  Thomas  Frost.  Illus- 
trated,   ss- 

Wild  Adventures  in  Wild  Places.  By  Dr. 
Gordon  Stables.  M.D.,  R.N.     Illustrated,    js. 

Jungle,  Peak,  and  Plain.  By  Dr.  Gordon 
Stables,  R.N.    Illustrated,    ss. 

O'er  Many  Lands,  on  Many  Seas.  By  Gordon 
Stables,  R.N.    Illustrated,    ss- 

At  the  South  Pole.  By  W.  H.  G.  Kingston. 
New  Edition.    Illustrated,    as.  6d. 


Books  for  all  Children. 

Cassell's  Robinson  Crusoe.  With  too 
striking  Illustrations.  Cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt 
edges,  ss. 

Cassell's  Swiss  Family  Robinson.  Illus- 
trated.   Cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  ss. 

Sunny  Spain:  Its  People  and  Places, 
with  Glimpses  of  its  History.  By 
Olive  Patch.      Illustrated,     ss. 

Rambles  Round  London  Town.  By  C.  L. 
Mat^aux.    Illustrated.    5s. 

Favorite  Album  of  Fun  and  Fancy,  The. 
Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 

Familiar  Friends.  By  Olive  Patch.  Illus- 
trated.   Cloth  gilt,  ss. 


Odd  Folks  at  Home.  By  C.  L.  Mat^aux, 
With  nearly  150  Illustrations,    ss- 

Field  Friends  and  Forest  Foes.  By  Olive 
Patch.     Profusely  Illustrated,    ss- 

Silver  Wings  and  Golden  Scales.  Illus- 
trated,   ss. 

Little  Folks'  Holiday  Album.  Illustrated. 
3S.  6d. 

Tiny  Houses  and  their  Builders.  Illus- 
trated.   5s. 

Children  of  all  Nations.  Their  Homes,  their 
Schools,  their  Playgrounds.    .Illustrated,    ss. 

Tim  Tinimble's  "Little  Mother."  By  C 
L.  Mat<iaux.    Illustrated,    ss. 
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